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CHAP. 1. 


s : Tis Godlike nd to . 
« When moſt provoked, our reaſon calm and 2 
« And execute her will, from a ſtrong fenſe | 


« Of what is right,” F THOMSON. 


Tar conduct of St. Clair awakened 
Madame de Sevrac's curioſity, but the ap- 
pearance of the Marquis terriſied and ſur- 
prized her. He was pale and aghaſt; Sa- 
bina embraced him tenderly, but his agita- 
tion prevented his noticing her careſſes. 
Wild, and ſeemingly inſenſible to all ob- 
jects round him, he ſtood for ſome time like 
a ſtatue ; his firſt: ſymptoms of returning 
reaſon were thoſe of delight, at finding 
Sabina ſafe ; but the abrupt manner of 
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St, Clair's quitting, the room, and the aſto- 
niſhmeni occafioned by previous events, 
ſoon gave birth to ideas that checked 
his, tranſport, and. encreaſed bis embar- 
rafſinent, | oe 
De Sevrac had fo long, borne : a land. of 
calamities, that his ſtrength of mind could 
ſcarcely endure” their leaſt” accumulation; 
for, it is a ſtrange caprice of nature, that, 
by repetition, the, molt refined pleaſures 
| produce ſatiety, their ſameneſs rendering 
them inſipid, and leſs capable of exciting 
ſenſatian; while pangs are perpetually 
new; and the throb of anguiſh becomes 


more: acute, with every augmentation of 
— ele 


Madame de "VERO bed the- _ 
quis | to explain the cauſe of emotions, 
which ſeemed to wing his ſoul ; and, after 
repeated ſolicitations ſhe extorted a pro- 
miſe, that, on the follon ing day every cir- 
eormflapce Haus be, Aol; * 
a” { _— 
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Sith atkfiboted ket zbletee to the"; Ab. 
bot's watt of” teiftire,” and” the Mar arquis 
being” "convinced by her aſſurances | hae 
Ke Had not ſeen St. Clair fince th 'was Ie left 
at the gate of the Convent, his mind va 
peared | leſs agitated; but his firength, Was - 
exhabifted, and le retired to his. pillow 


oyerpowered 57 contending pallions. 4 


St. Clair; whoſe boſom was in no "degre 
les erer tha that of the 11 5 5 105 
malned till day-break like one diſtracted; 
traverſing his charnber, and uttering the h e 
anguiſh'of his beart in broken and incolle- 
rent ſentences. Meat e de Sevrac, 
only ſeparated from him WE athin Partition, 
was ſo deeply occupied in 1 
what had paſſed at the Convent, that 
was "wholly depri ved of reſt, and Vickout 
undreffing thee vert on Ber bed in the 


rift perpexe lte' "mind. bs; 


[ do Sdn 


The de Wit wis jult bi 11 to brighten 
when St. Clair knocked 55 at the 25 
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of; Mademoiſelle de Sevrac's room, and, 


in he moſt preſſing language, eptreated 


that ſhe would allow him an Interview wot a 
few, moments. The tremplous tone, of his 
VOICE, contraſting, the energy of his, wor ds, 
rouſed. her attention, and convinced ber, 
that ſomething momentous urged bim to 
make a requeſt ſo unſeaſonable. Sabina's 


education had wholly aboliſhed all thoſe 


little prejudices, which, while they ſeem 
the ſafeguards of female honour, are no 
leſs than libels upon true delicacy of mind: 
ſhe could believe, that even in her cham- 
ber, at the ſtilleſt and moſt. melancholy 
hour, ſhe was equally ſafe from the in- 


| fluence of St. Clair 8 paſſions, or the temp- 


tations of her. own, as if ſhe had been 
ſurrounded by a thouſand eyes, and guard- 
ed by an hoſt of champions: therefore, 


without beſitation, ſhe unlocked a 
and he ane 5 ee 1. l 


ett 214 


I St, Chai was r dreſſed. fe 5 


| veling. . He took Mademoiſelle de Se- 


77 vrac's 


9 * 
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vrac's hand; and leading her towards the 
window, opened the caſement which" com- 
manded à fide view of the vineyard.” The 
white clbuds fill curled round the brow'of 
the mountain; the tops of the trees in che 
valley, Were faintly tinged with à reddiſh 
Kue, which, proceeding from the opening 
eaſt, enlivened the cold aſpect of the ſtill 
and romantic ſcenery. The aromatic frag- 
rante of the flowers which hung round her 
window; the brifliint drops of de falling 
from eder leaf, and the chilly freftinieſs of 
the morning air, united to revive her ſpi⸗ 
rits, and to invigorate them for a new trial 
of fortitude. | DV fu 


oof 4 18 the THT *3 — E 


St. Clair Tooked for ſte moments to- 
wards the vineyard, while he held Sabitia's. 
hand firmly, though with a pulſation that 
betrayed the fever of his mind; his coun- 
tenance was more melancholy than diſor- 
dered; he attempted to ſpeak, but his lips 
guete, and h bis endl kept him fill 
fleet 1005 M goo H el 

| 3 3 cc Alas! 


\ 
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ee Se che, id dna, 
de Sevrac, ** you are ſtrangely unquiet 
this. mountain ſolitude has, enervated your 
mind, and your generous congern. for our 
- misfortunes, will not ſuffer you to leave it. 
However dearly. ve eſtimate your ſociety, 
it would be unpardonable to require that 
penance from you, which is impoſed on 
us, by hard neceſſuy. Go amiable St. 
Clair — go and be bappy:— we ſpall 
often. xegret your departure; we ſhall re- 
member. Joy wt e * Wr 
7 d [21% ehm 

* 0 Sabina.” ON his. cc you. 0 counſel 
wiſely. The dreadful moment is at hand, 
in which I muſt . you me-. 
Free” c kn uur 


TE ts TH 1 8 — 


& Not 6 1 g. Clair,” fad, Ma- 
demoiſelle de Sevrac attempting to con- 
geal ker emotion, a gay may yet arrive, 
pPhen the files of ——— enable the 

Marquis to evince by gratitude. . pgs 
ice x" 
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| he loves you; you ure us der 0 bin as n 
Wee 7 4 8 | L 4.9 
St. Clais was unable to heir i Heap: 
ons uttered by Sabina: his agony en- 
creaſed, and the could erer entreat ber not 
to enn * up | " 3H 


1 


166] — n | Mademoiſelle de 
Sevic; too well F know the ſenſibikty 
of your nature! you lament the ſeparation; 
vou pity the fugitives, at the ſame mo- 
ment that you abandon them. Do not 
let tbe Marquis fee you thus; it would 
rob him of his finall remaining ſtore of 
fortitude,” and greatly tend to re his. 
retirement.” HY ges, 


Ta =y 
„ 0 


= 


again!” replied St. Clin. Nate 


eiern 
— 7 


« The Marquis and I, can never meet 


* Heaven borbid of ied Mademoiſelle 
ae Sevrac ; that dreadſul fiat muſt not 
n our deſpair; driven on the wide 
I n 4 world, 
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World, and deftinett to wander without 
friends or fortune, few are our conſolations: 


and were we deprived of Age our fate 
would be'inſupportable.” 


St. Clair was abſorbed in meditation; 
his | eyes were bent towards the vineyard, 
and his countenance was expreſſive of ex- 
treme agony. © Return to your cham- 
ber,” ſaid Mademoiſelle de Sevrac; 6 in- 
deed, St. Clair, your ſenſes are unſettled; 
fleep will perfectly reſtore you; endeavour 
to compoſe your ſcattered thoughts, and 
when we meet again we will talk more of | 


| thus tranſi ent — =" pop 


KS Sabina,” replied St. Cliir, 4 © you bot 
; deceive yourſelf, and entertain a phantom, 
which will miſlead you. The Marquis de 
Sevrac's ſafety, depends on my departure. 
There are wrongs which honour cannot 
overlook : there are crimes, which 805 
5 9 *? 


the hand ofjuſtice! N 


Crimes!“ 


HYBBRT r Se. 13 


.< Crimes!” repeated eee ge 


Seyrac· 18 Whoſe Sete Ne 10 ban 


1 VE 427 18 
66 Your fither' r. anfirered St. Clai ö, 


S. n Airted,; thy recovering. her fie 
titude, with a look of i in ſtinctive reſeritizent, 


* 


demanded: an explanation. ne 


- 
3 44 * * 5 - 
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45 See me the ungracious taſk,” laid 
he, „ and reſt fatisfred: in ignorance of 
that, which would agonize your heart. 
meant to have departed without ee 
my injuries; but the eloquent ſweetn S 
of. your voice, betrayed me into an un 
guarded expreſſion. Forgive me!“ He 
was going; Sabina held his arm, Hear | 
me. Is: Clair ;” faid ſhe, © 40 have me but 
one moment, and I will detain, You. no 
longer. —He returned with her, to the. 


13 12 JRL TAS 
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window. FAL A Ar 291019. 9518. Ned 
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4 Recall het! word which 3 you uttered, 


bo kv :% 


6. ; kindly, ſaid Sabina; * exonerate 
B 5 the 


14 HUBERT DE SEVBAG: 


the, Marquis, and take my-laſt.afieu!” 
he an no . — * ac * 1. ER 97 


0 ON Clair,” continged Mademoiflle 
; de Sevrac, * why have you leſſened my 
eſteem for you by an unprovoked ca- 
lumny? If you wiſhed to withdraw your- 
| ſelf from our ſolitude, there was no ne- 
ceſſity for framing a pretext, which, while 
it caſts a. ſtigma on an ilb-fated family, 
Violates the laws of boſpitality. The woiſt 
crime that malice, can attribute to the 
Marquis de Sevrac, is a virtue, in cgmpari- 
ſon with your e She wi St. 


Saban $11. 4K 


77 1 #1 O17 
Let an dons,” wh be want 
Wes: 07 gn 61.400 far wa 
$10.77 Tue 


e Not til you TY your accuſation,” 
anſwered Sabina. Duty, Juſtice, filial, 
_ affeQtion, and vayided, pride demand an 
Sri. Ale St. Clair; is it from 
5 IO dat 1 an cba Pang, which 


3005 5 while 
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while it teaches humility, wrings! che heart 
with agony and ſhame ?—lIs-it from your 
tongue that I hear. the moſt inhuman. ca- 
lumny, uttered againſt the friend that loves 
. you 5 That values Ou 9 215 1 "cal 
_— Ah 


117 — 
» 


3 TIT! 


. To ran me e E eplied St. Chir 
interrupting her; © you have extorted'the- 
ſecret from me—and i it wilt now be childiſh: 
to "deceive you. Yes, Sabina, the Mar- 
quis ſeeks my life! ſeeks FR ke” LY oO 
Ds: ain!“ 
30 8 een HY 15 

Sabina was near Gnking | beneath the in- 
finity of horrors which at that moment al. 
ſailed her; but, by a ſtrong effort ſhe re - 
covered ſufficient ſtrength to "_—_— "tha 
* | wage progres | 


La night,” faid 8. Chat with * 
agitated voice, when you were no where 
to be found; I went in ſearch of” vou. I 


flew to the mountain, explored every hut 
r and 


b. then judge whether I am raſh or revenge- 
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andl traverſed tvery path, in hopes that 
fate would grant me the felicity of reſtor- 


ing you to the arms of your diſtracted fa 
ther. Alas! Sabina; I did not ſuſpect, 
that he, for whoſe misfortunes I felt the 


ſharpeſt ſorrow ; he, whoſe paternal pangs 


had melted my ſoul to all the tenderneſs of 
ſympathy ; at the ſame moment ' waited, 


like a mean Ani to Sn my path, 
3 = murder me!“ | : 


4 


* arte E exclaimed 1 Sabina. 


4 - Hear me,” d contitived St. Clair, 6 and | 


ful, + Returning through yonder vineyard, 


it was my fate, to croſs the path „5 where 
the Marquis lurked. Anxious for your 
ſaſety, and perplexed, almoſt to deſpair, 


I. was not conſcious of my danger till I felt 


| his- blow, We wreſtled for ſome time, 


during which, no word was utteted: my 
ky Ree ape and he fled. 1 lit 


(c * 


HUBERT DESEVEACE „ 


1er „A Pbaftenecd cerise dhe Gene duns | 
apptoached me: It was a goat herd B was 
returning from the mountain- I enquied 
whether any petſon had paſſet him. He 
ſaid, that on the ſkirts of the Nd he had: 
met the Marquis de Seyrac, running baſti- 
ly along the winding path. T ſtopped fon 
a few minutes and endeavoured to conquer 
my indignation. Ob! Sabina! thy itnage 
ſeemed to plead for a raſn- parent, and 1 
had not che . to ee bum. gd . 
| je tf ani etyrs ende 
* on my return hehe; you Ares 
perceived the perturbation which filled my 
mind; I felt the tendereſt eompaſſion for 


Madame de Sevrac, and rather choſes to 
avoid the Marquis, than to endangef the 
life of your natural protector. I waited 
patiently for his arrival; on entering the 
library, his eyes encountered mine; the 
expreſſion of his features confirmed his 
guilt; his whole frame was convulſed, 


while his * cheek and livid lip, were 
the 


tke ſorrows, I reſpected the ſenſibiliĩty f 


\ the, damning. proofs: of his iniquity! my 
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indignation would have broke forth to 
vengeance, and my abhorrence of his 
baſeneſs 'overteaped reſtraint; but one 
glance of yours ſubdued my reſentment, 
and I ruſhed with Furman from che 
_—_— uh ee me? 2-7 - 


6. Oht Goal "i it poſible exclaimed 
Mademoiſelle de Sevrae; “ can adverſity 
ſo influence our minds that the nobleſt pro- 
penſities degenerate into the moſt abhorred 
depravity > Alas! St. Clair, nature never 
formed a ſoul more generous than my fa- 
ther's! He cannot ſtoop to a deed fo black 


and horrible! Lou muſt have been de- 


ceived; darkneſs,. and your unquiet ſtate 
of mind, perhaps united to impoſe upon 
* be and ho + is dannen | 


Ft 


wy Why aid ws bony fuch proofs of 
guilt ?“ faid St. Clair; the ſcowling eye, 
the pale diſtorted cheek, features wild and 
YOu and, limbs wembling: with con- 
tending 
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tending agonies, are nor ane ſigns 
fc e rr em II 
< a * a 
cc Ah! 85. Clain;” ning. Mademoi: 
ſelle de Sevrac hurſting into tears, . be aſ⸗ 
ſured that my father is deprived of reflec- 
tion. His misfortunes. have ſubdued: his 
reaſoning faculties, and he was not ſen- 
ble of the crime which madneſs only 
could have attem pted. It vou wiſh o ſave 
me from diſtraction, depart, without de- 
lay: a rencontre with 4. mania e: | 
fail to prove fatal: the diſorder of bis 
mind demands. yaur pity; urge him not, IL 
conjure you, to a ſecond outrage. A change 
of fortune may reſtore. his ſenſes, and 1 
may yet live, to thank you, a ſecond. time, 
for the algen af . Hed 


While ſhe ſpoke, Po riculation w Was 
frequently interrupted by het tears: ſhe 
ſtill held St. Clair's hand, Who was no leſs. 
afflicted than Mademoiſelle de Sevrac: 
A SO e which her perſonal beau- 

ties 
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ties demandled from the earlieſt, period. of 
their meeting, vas, by time and convic- 
tion, matured into the tendereſt eſteem for 
| the virtues of her mind; ptopriety and ho- 
nour had long required their ſeparation ; 
but St. Clair had not the courage to de- 
part. He had cheriſhed, day after day, a 
certain habitual devotion, in which Sabina 
de Sevrac was the ſupreme idol; every 
perfection was adored; and even her faults 
were become intereſting, : by the bluſhing 
conſciouſneſs"that graced them. It had: 
been, during many weeks, his waking 
taſk, to project the avocations of the day; 
to plan their ſeveral employments; to ar- 
range the hours of morning ſtudy; to join 
with them in muſic, literature, or the 
cultivation of their garden; and in eack 
occupation; to meet the reward of an ap- 
Proving ſmile, when at the cloſe of even- 
ing they climbed the rugged eminence or 
wandered in the valley. Such calm de- 
lights twine idſenſibly round the heart, 


and, by progretiive faſcinations; eſtrange it 
Fe from 
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from all groſs and ſen ſaal pleaſutes : tlie 
ſolitude which folly flies from, is the beſt: 
nurſe of wiſdom; and' the ſympathy that 
unites congenial ſouls; looks not 1 
* charms of nature. N 5 
Sabina "ey St. Clair kad egen 
ſtrolled up the ſide of the mountain, and 
as they looked towards its ſummit, piercing 
the evening clouds, thought no more of 
diſtant ſcenes, than if it had been the 
boundary of the univerſe: the ſharp- ſighted 5 
marmotto ſeemed to partake of their feli- 
city, and the wild kid ran before them 
playful but not afraid. Where could St. 
Clair expect to find ſach calm and gratify- 
ing pleaſures; deſtined to wander in the 
regions of voluptuouſneſs, or to return to 
that home, from which he had fled, in the 
anguiſti of his heart. The man of poliſhed 
manners, acquires an univerſal -wiſh © to 
pleaſe, Which with indefatigable labour at- 
taches itſelf to every amiable object; but 
it is reſerved for the man of feeling, to 
deditate 
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_ dedicate bis whole foul excluſively, to one 
Point of attraction ; is it for bim, to know 
the ſupreme; delight, which originates in 
the welfare of that being, who faſcinates 
his ſenſes, and lends exiſtence the only 
charm chat renders | it valuable! 


IT 


"The * role Facing the inp _ its 
5050 beams illumined the caſement of Sa- 
bina's chamber, while the liſtened to the 
Areadſul ſtory which St. Clair repeated; all 
che charms of converſation were at an end, 
and the laſt momente that they were deſ- 

tined to pals together, were rendered ter- 
| Fible, by the cauſe of their ſeparation, 
_ "Fhey-bade.cach other farewell, till neither 
Had the power of utterance 5 St. Clair was 
perplexed almoſt to frenzy, and Mademoi- 
ſelle de Sevrac was overwhelmed with 
tears: the encreafing radiance of the ſæy 
beamed through her melancholy chamber, 
ag a lamp, in vain, diffuſes e ee 
Sag dankneſt eee e Laien 


a da — 


— 


White 
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While they ſtood at the window, St. 
Clair obſeryed the peaſantry already, riſen, 
and at work in the vineyard; the idea, 
that at ſun · ſet he ſhould no longer be the 
chearful witneſs. of their toll, that: he no ; 
more ſhould be the companion” of Made- 
wmoiſelle de Seyrac's evening walk, :therin- 

mate of that romantic dwelling which all 
the virtues of the ſoul inhabited; ſmate bis 
brain wich inſufferable regret. A painful 
hour had paſſed in ſeparating, and yet, 
both Sabina and St. Clair had ſo many 
things to ſay, that thrice the time would 
have Pernes n to utter them. 


A Airing in the "Marquis J hints 


decided the agonizing ſtruggle, and St. 
Clair-ruſhed towards the door. Sabina in- 


voluntarily held his hand. Adiev, 1 


amiable St. Clair!“ ſaid ſhe, Adieu for 

ever!“ The meurnful tone of her voice, 
the big tear that Role dows her pale check, 
the trembling of her hand, and the ſenſi» 
BURY, which wrupg her boſom excited 3 
momentary 


* 


24 HUBERT DE SEVRAC. 


momevttr} Frenzy i in the) mind of St. Clair; 
he'(natched her” to his heart, and the im 
paffloned kifs Which tore him from her, 
convinced Hint how dearly we pay for cb 
nobleſt fenifarions of exiſtence. 2160. ara 
"1 F 1363 ITO WW CUT 
-— Midertoifete de Sevrie's purity of mind 
Was not contaminated by the frantic em- 
brace of St. Clair: it was his firſt, and 
laſt offence, and ſhe had not refohition to 
cofitenin it. It violated no bond of co. 
dence, becauſe none had been pledged 
between thein: ir awakened no Alarm if 
her boſom, for ſhe believed that they were 
> . neyer to meet again. Ke 


— +; 4 # *; Tris mw 173% ? F 3 | 7 tf is „ai 


From the cafement of her tember 112 


Vagsderbir along tlie valley; the clips 
of 'trees, that occaſionally intercepred'het 


view, rendered: her impatient till ſhe 2 = 


— + caught'a glimp fe of” his form, which g 


every moment leſs and lefs Ville. 55 


N oF tniftwHich ni night had drawn from 


: {un- 


S 


— 
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ſun beams, hed, not reached, and chough it 
floated over the earth in a thin blue var | 
pour, it readered every object 1 — — | 

and indiſtinct. The path which St. Clair 
was obliged to tread, was [till diſcernible ; 
but when it began to wind round the foot. 
of the, hanging wood which encloſed; the 
ſcene, and Mademoiſelle de Scvrac knew 
that in a few minutes. her eyes would ſearch 
for him in yain, her anguiſh, Was com- 
pleted |, He continued his courſe; ſhe 
Jooked ll her eyes were, dimmed by the, 
intervening rays of light—and , he. Was 
viſible no longer. i 


- 4 
. ; * 
12 


By the time that St. Clair reached the 
auberge, the Marquis and Madame de 
Sevrac. bad riſen, and Sabina was ſum- 
moned to the library. The ſudden depar-. 
ture of St. Clair, excited no ſurprize i in de 
Sevrac's. manner, though it fixed him, in 
ſilent rumination. Not a ſyllable was ur- 
rered. during breakfaſt; but, as ſoon. as it 
was over, the Marquis roſe to Wie the 

room, 


room; mottering à few incohetent words, 
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among which Sabiha e Heard the 
baute of St. 1 ae 


* 
- 


- Sick the whote Ib an enerening def- 
pondency ſeemed to faſten on de Sevrac's 
mind. He wandered about the valley, 


[45s 


dined haſtily, and again left the Chateau- 
neuf, abſorbed in "medititibg; In the 


evening, Madame de Sevrac and Sabina 
went in ſearch of him; they found that he 


lad taken his ſeat on a jutting and batren 


part of the mountain. They were at a 
conſiderable diſtance when they firſt diſ- 
coyered him; and, as the ſky lowered and 
threatened a tempeſt, they quickened their 
pace, in hopes of rouſing him from bis 
melancholy reverie before it broke over 


the valley. 


! 


As they climbed the lower part of we 


mountain, they obſet ved the lightning, 


which darted from the paſting clouds, play- 
ing "Toutdd his 0 ſeat. The black - 
neſs 
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neſs of the-ſkyrcaſt 2 deep ſhade over the 
dry turf, and conſiderably" augmented the 
gloom of twilight. The thunder began 

to roll over the valley, and the fork 7 
ſlaſhes became inceſſunt: ſtill he remained 
unmoved, like the melancholy genius of 
che ſolitude. The warring elements ex- 
cited no ſenſation of terror, in a mind that 
was occupied by a chaos of contending 
paſſions: Death eculd not alarm De Sev- 
rac; the wearineſs of a being, which had 
long been burthenſome, made him look 
forward to the grave as bis laſt and only 
aſylum: He felt, that the ſtrongeſt ener- 
gies of -reafon cannot repel the repeated 
attacks of perſecution; that the mind, 
when ſtretched” beyond its limits, anridſt 
the infinite variety of ideas, fixes on no 
point, and ſinks into a maſs of n. 
-en | | 


{+1 Fo tht 4) oC 68: : _ fiir an5985 - 

It is een that the faculties: 15 5 dae 
every ſpring of · the heart is relaxed ij and, 
the ſource of ſenſibility being exhauſted; 

| | | man 
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man becomes, as it were, extindt. From 
that hour he merely vegitates, hike a forlorn 
ſavage on the barren deſarts of Siberia, 
where all is dark and defolate;, till the 
returning ſun expands its beams only to 
diſcover the vaſt extent of the ſolitude that 


grounds, N 


. " Madame de Sevrac continued to aſcend 
the mountain, notwithſtanding the en- 
creaſing ſtorm; impelled by affect ion, and 
anxious for the ſafety of che unfortunate 
being, whom fate had condemned to buf- 
fet with the tempeſt, all inferior conſide- 
rations vaniſhed; ſhe ſtood for ſome mo- 
ments within a few paces. of the Marquis, 
before he perceived that ſhe was near him: 
the vacant fixture of his eye, , beſpoke the 
ſtate of his mind; and his ghaſtly ſmile 
when Sabina embraced him, augmented 
their fears that his intellects were diſor- 
dered. They took his hand, he roſe, 

and ſuffered them to guide him down the 

rugged flope. The gleamy coruſcations 


which 
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which continued to flath acrofs their path, 
added to the awful diſtreſs of their fitua- 
tion; and by the time that they reached 
the Chateau- neuf, Madame de Sevrac and 
Sabina were little leſs U ora than the 


m. 


During the remainder of the autumn de 
Sevtac's mental inquietude encreaſed every 
moment: the perturbation, which was evi- 
dent, was not like that of any former pe- 
ried ; it was more fierce and impatient, 
more enflamed with mdignation than de- 
preſſed by ſorrow. Wild and unconnected 
expreſſions, ſudden diſtortions of counte- 
nance, a brow perpetually contracted, eyes 
bent on vacancy, ſtarts of horror, and 
vague anſwers to every queſtion, rendered 
all thoſe who witneffed his ſituation com- 
pletely wretebed. He would often fir 
whole hours in one meditating and fixed at- 
ritude ; when any perſon approsched him, 
he would wave his hand as a ſignul fr their 
departure, without even raifing bis eyes 
Vor. I. << | from 
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from their penſive direction. Mirth became 
loathſome to him, and the only gratifica- 
tion which he ſeemed to experience, was 
derived from contemplating the moſt 
gloomy and terrific features of nature. 
When the midnight ſtorm howled over 
the mountains, when the rain poured, and 
t e ſwollen torrents guſned from the dark 
precipice, he was frequently obſerved by 
the watchful goatherds, hurrying over the 
meadows, or climbing the rugged peaks 
where no human footſteps had ever ven- 
tured, - while his diſtracted family were 
wandering from place to place in ſearch of 
him. TT H 141 


At firſt the peaſantry attributed his ap- 
pearance to ſome ſupernatural effect : the 
form which they had beheld gliding by 
moonlight along the fides of the moun- 
tain, or met, ſuddenly darting among the 
mazes of the woods, excited univerſal aſ- 
toniſhment. Curioſity made them watch- 
ful, but pity checked the ſteps of perſecu- 
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tion, and at length he was permitted to 
follow his courſe, unvexed by the intru- 
ſions of the peaſantry. The few. hours 
which he paſſed at home were employed in 
writing; the wild effuſions of a feeling and 
enlightened mind, were frequently found 
in his abſence. The Marquis had read 
much, and the beſt poets, both Italian and 
Engliſh, were familiar to him. The pro- 
duct ions of his melancholy hours were 
wild, and tinctured with the romantio ima- 
gery of Oſſian; Mademoiſelle de Sevrac 
never failed to preſerve them as the rude 
relicks of a mind, ſhattered by the ſtorms 
of adverſity: ſhe frequently found uncon- 
nected fragments ſcattered about the woods, 
where he had left them through forgetful- 
neſs; and as they were written with a pen- 
cil, they were, moſt probably; the ſpon» 
taneous productions of his ſolitary walks. 
From thoſe that were the leaſt extravagant, 
the ſelected the following paſſages. 
Gen e 124 al Et 


C2 cc Dark 


$/ $543 #4 


thy tears fall, as the dews of evening on 


nal thorns are thy pillow! Thou ſing'ſt to 


the valley! The owl is thy companion, 
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„„ Dark is thy fate, O Hubert! and | 
ruthleſs are the fiends that haunt thee ! The 


keen blaft cuts thy cheek, the mighty wa- 


ters foam over the valtey; thou art ſeen 
like the ghoſt of a departed pilgrim! 


. [1,66 Sad is-thy path, O mortal ! NO light 


gleams round thee! The tempeſt howls 
from the black caverns of the winds; the 
thunder rends them; the ſpirits of the 


ſtorm are buſy ; their lightning cauſes a 


glare around, but. they appall thee not: 
Thy brain turns like the eddying leaf, 


thy prime paſt ſwiſt, like a wintry ſun ; 


the withered ſtem?! 


« Wan is thy cheek, O Hubert! Eter- 


the pale moon, and thy voice aſcends from 


the hungry wolf flies from thee, —Deſpair 
is in thy ſmile! Thy dwelling 1s on the 
flinty 
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flinty rock; and e ee 89a 
TOP: OR. 11 


1 What is 1 wr chin 45 5 
What is man but a meteor ! Proſperity 
lifts him like the exhalations of evening, 
he is giddy with delight; he ſhoots athwart 
che glowing ſphere; he _ orig 
—— * 

2 N iS 

«© Where: art ans bild | of Hubert ? 
Light of my ſoul, approach me Thou 
art beauteous as the day-ſtar! The beams 
of ſpring dance round thee! Truth is in 
_ thine eye! Thy voice is ſweet as the min- 
ftrel's ſong in the hall of the chieftain ! 
Thou art chaſte as the icicle: cold is thy 
lily hand! Bathe it in the ſwift ſtream; Ol! 
child of pity, ngen boſom? - | 
2 Where art ae wide of my . 
Let thy tears fall on my grave! The cy- 
preſs ſhall wave over me, the ſhepherd 
ſhall pipe upon the mountain, the lark 
1 C 3 . ſhall 
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ſhall welcome the return of day, but I ſhall 


hear them not! I will wander with the 
ghoſt of my father—the glow-worm ſhall 
light us along the valley ! 


1 will reſt on the cold turf; the 
thiſtle ſhall drink my tears! Grieve not, 


O ſpitit of revenge! The ſun will chaſe 


me like a ſhadow over the dale, and I 
dan be ſeen no more 


« The ghoſt of my father calls ! his 
white robes wave in the tempeſt; his beard 
is like falling ſnow; mournful is his ſong! 


It moans like the breezes of twilight; it 


vibrates on the caverned rock! He wakes 
me from my bed of thorns : gaſhed is his 
boſom ! his hands are ſtained with gore, 


bis eyes are cloſed for ever! O! world! 
what are thy joys ? where are thy comforts, 


offspring; of ſorrow! le; 


CHAP, 


4 
4 
1 


HAP. II. 
Each ſubſtance of a grief hath twenty ſhadows, 
«© Which ſhew like grief itſelf, but are not ſo: 
« For ſorrow” s eye, glazed with blinding tears, 


« * Divides one thing entire e to many objects.“ 
Loan ia as asker za. 


Tus calm delight which hope had pre- 


ſented in the ſolitude of the mountains, 
was entirely baniſhed by the Marquis's de- 
rangement. Sabina, to whom ſo many 
extraordinary events had been revealed 
was leſs aſtoniſhed, though not. leſs grieved 
than Madame de Sevrac. The ambiguous 
expreſſions of the midnight viſitor, were 
ever freſh in her memory; and the myſ⸗ 
teries which were daily augmenting, 

worked powerfully on a mind, already 


Rrongly, ungtured, 0 r 


#4 


Mademoiſelle 
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Mademoiſelle de Sevrac loved the Mar- 
quis with the moſt enthuſiaſtic fondneſs: 
his countenance as it expreſſed either joy 
or ſadneſs, enlivened or depreſſed her: the 
pure affections of nature, were united 
to the ſympathy which - his misfortunes 
awakened; and the conviction of his 
worth added the exultation of pride to the 
warmth of adoration. In his proſperous 
| days, he had influenced the attractions of 
1 every ſcene: he had taught the heart to 
0 throb with anticipated i Joy at his approach, 
| and to fink with regret when he was no 

longer the charm of ſociety. 4 


_ 


The fever which continued to prey upon 
il - Monſieur de Sevrac's mind, encreafed 

| hourly: impatient of reſtraint, the ſlighteſt 

[ oppoſition to his will, irritated and per- 
plexed him. He had learnt to bear adver- 
0 fity with a manly fortitude; he had beheld 
doe approach of death with heroic firm- 
W- neſs; becauſe the one was unmarked by 
| diſhonour, and the other menaced by in- 
juſtice. 
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juſtice, He had promiſed himſelf happi- 
neſs in the ſolitude which he had choſen; 


and, till the departure of St. Clair his- 
mind had been rranquil.. | 


The fudden change in his manner, 
alarmed and intereſted every obſerver: no 
one could account for it, and every one 
was anxious to develope the cauſe. It was 
not the diſcontent” of a pee biſh mind; nor 
the deſpondency of a curbed, but abies! : 
ous ſpirit: the ſhock. which his fortune 
had ſuſtained was not: confined to him; 
he felt not the agony of individual for- 
row; the ſtorm which rooted up the weeds: 
of oppreſſion, had not marked him alone, 
as the victim of its rage; millions were 
doomed to expiate the crimes of, what 
may be termed, a ſmall number, in the 
great ſcale of human events; as the thun- 
der which clears a noxious artolphere for 
a time rolls its tremendous peals, alike: 
over the lowly habitation of the fimpleſt: 
es. * 
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peaſant, and the my: manſion of the moſt - 
ene We 51% 2b ied 


" Mademoiſelle de — * polleſſed the 
only clue. to the myſtery which darkened 
the fate of her family; and her grief was 
rendered more acute, by the recollection 


of Palerma's injunctions. The Abbé Le 


Blanc obſerved the dreadful approaches of 


deſpondency, without daring to expreſs 
his feats; while Madame de Sevrac paſſed 


all her hours in the miſery of hopeleſs af- 


fliction: but the taſk which Sabina per- 
formed, was more painful than human 
5 can ſuggeſt. 


She Was 7 conſtant attendant on the 


ö Marquis, frequently from the time that he 


quitted his pillow at dawn-light, till he 
returned to his chamber at midnight. She 
followed him in all his walks; braving, 
with equal fortitude, the mid-day. ſun, 


and the nocturnal * De Sevrac had 


expreſſed 


* 
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expreſſed a loathing of ſociety, and was 
d iſpleaſed whenever his family attempted 
to converſe with him; Mademoiſelle de 
Sevrac was, therefore, obliged to obſerve 
him with caution: to trace his ſteps along 
the intricate mazes of the woods; to watch 
his orm amidſt the ſhadows of twilight; or, 
to wait, with a palpitating heart, at the foot 
of the mountain, where the barren ſoil 
preſented no tree or ſhrub that could afford 
her a place of concealment. 


In this ſtate of anxiety, de Sevrac's fa- 
mily continued till winter began to deform 
the boſom of nature. The vintage was 
oyer; the foreſt trees were ſttipped of their 
foliage; the wind blew keen from the 
mountains; the moſeardino ® had wove 
its little neſt; and every ſurtounding proſ- 
pect became dreary and forlorn! The 
bowers,. which Sabina's hand had culti- 
vated, the retreats where ſhe. had paſſed- 


w vt 


A ſpecies of dormouſe. 
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ſo many happy hoursin the ſociety of St. 
Clair, partook of the general devaſtation ; 
and there was fearcely a ſpot, which did 
net remind her of that repoſe, which now 
— baniſhed for ever. * 


WT hs al ronfolntion which the Mar 
quis experienced, proceeded from the fre- 
quent viſits of the Abbot Palerma; who, 
unbending from the rigours of ſanctity, 
| paſſed many evenings at the Chateau-neuf 


in the ſociety of de Sevrac; and his do- 
meſtic circle. 


The Abbe Le Blane, who was a pro- 
ſound Theologift, frequently engaged Pa- 
lerma in religious diſcuſſions till mid- 
night; and the theme of their contro- 
verſies was prolonged, whenever the Mar- 
quis took an intereſt in them; for, the 
zeal of argument often rouſed him from 
the torpor of melaneholy, and the moſt 
philoſophic obſervations, at times gave 
£ proof that the powers of reafon were not 
4 debilitated 


debilitated by the corroding” anguiffii'of 
aMdtion. Religion was the only topie om 
which the Marquis could be tempted to 
converſe : whenever the Omnipotente of 
the Supreme was mentioned, his mind 
ſeemed to glow with new energy, and his 
intellects ſhone” forth with renovated 
brightnefs. The doctrines of patience: 
and reſignation were ſtrongly enforced by 
the Abbe Le Blanc: The virtues of for- 
bearance, the neceſſity of fabmifion to 
the will of Heaven, the love of human- 
kind, and the extatic joy, proceeding from 
conſcious rectitude, fell with perfuafive 
eloquence from the tongue of à phi- 
lanthropiſt, who ſtrengthened his pre. 


cepts, by the Ede Werte of oy 
1 | 


* - EI 
\ : , * C 2 :; #-% 9 * * 
1. 


It was on a Athol ihe m the middle 
of winter, that the Abbot had remained at 


the Chateau-neuf till the Convent bell - 
ſtruck twelve; on his rifing to depart, the 
Marquis inſiſted on accompanying bir 
| through 
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_ © through. the wood. The Abbot declined 
the. propoſal; but, de Seyrac perſevering 
in his requeſt, the Abbẽ Le Blanc ſecond- 
ed his wiſh; and they ſet out together. 
The moon ſhone brightly over the valley, 
and the till, clear atmoſphere, was in- 
tenſely cold: the beams of light, uninter- 
rupted by foliage, pierced through the 
bare branches; and the narrow winding, 
path up the wood, was as diſtinctly viſible. 
as though it had been day. 


— they arrived at the Conmnt; they 
ſegarated ; the Abbot approached the gate, 
and the Marquis. with the Abbe Le Blanc 
returned towards the valley. When they 
came to that part of the wood which was 

near the Chateau-neuf, de Sevrac abruptly 

ſtopped. Le Blanc,” cried he, with 
ſmothered: indignation, ; it was on this 
very ſpot, that I was rernally diſgraced ! * 
1. 
The Abbe, 3 at bis 1 emo- 


ts entreated him to Proceed homeyard : 
but. 


as 
: 
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| but de. Sevrac's ſoul ſeemed to ſtruggle 
with its feelings : he claſped his hands to- 
gether, raiſed his eyes for a moment to- 
wards Heaven, and with an awful impreſ- 
five tone, continued. 


« My friend,” ſaid he, © there is no 
' remedy: I muſt bear my load of infamy 
without complaining ! Already marked fos 
perſecution, the world would ſcarcely cre- 
dit me; and, ſuch is my hard fortune, to 
ſeek for revenge, would be to find an igno- 
minious death !” 


Jou have much to combat indeed! 
replied the Abbe Le Blanc; yet, I truſt. 
that the dark ſhade of your paſt misfortunes 
throws a deceptive gloom over events to 
come ; and I am mot without hope, that 
they will brighten, as the fee 
hartens : e e e aol 

cc ty never !” cried , Monſieur de 
Sevrac with, a figh that ſeemed to, come 

; from 


„ wHommur pr sw. 


from his heart. T have eſcaped from 
the convulſions of my on country, to 
taſte the bitrer anguiſh of ſolitary grief; 
I have floym like a coward from the ſcene 
of ſlaughter; to periſh on a foreign ſoil, 
e ee eee 3 | 


e Why t. to periſh _h aid. the Abbe Le 
Blanc. 


190 Alas anſwered the Marquis, ©wherr- 
the pure fpirit of truth which ſuſtains the 
conſcious ſoul, evaporates; when the mind 
of man becomes the prey of irremediable - 
wrongs ;—what does it fignify how ſoon” 
rhe body fhrinks from action, and moulders 
in oblivion ! If, by the fleep of death, we 

can forget diſgrace, is not the grave We: 
moſt defirable refting place ?” 


* - 
"4c Wo. . 
G * 


There was a determined calmneſs in the 
voice and manner of de Sevrac, that com. 
manded Le Blanc's attention: He vas ſi- 
lent, and che Marquis continued. 


«& T am 


; _ 
A 
* > 
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I am neither impetuous nor eccentricz | 
but I am wounded to che foul, by inſult - 


that treaſure, which adverfity could not 
rob me of - unſullied honour ! I am fallen, 
degraded, deſpicable! The pooreſt peaſant 
is nobler than myſelf ; for, after all, what 
is nobility, but that pre-eminence, which 
the mind ob man derives from education; 
from an intercourſe with the enlightened; 
from a nice diſcrimination between the 
worthy and the baſe z from the love ot 
truth and virtue? all other claims are H 
little real conſequence ; they dazale witk. 
out benefiting the world, like the beats of 
a wintry ſun ſhine that on the ſnowy Apen> 
nines, only to ſhew them barren, in men 
tion as they ane exalted. 3 


4a» —— 
120 4 


be Think but cha, a4 you mut 1 
add een | holy 3 


- +32 ft 


ee Not till — by bliſs * — 
een ee Sevreey" « Can the wretch pre- 
| tend 


and oppreſſion. I am no longer maſter. of = 
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tend to peace of mind, who is Meine 
tized with the name of coward ? Such 
am I! . 1 | N 


4 By n are = W * faid Le 
nc SOT 


17 


S 3s - . | 


A* By ROS monitor within,” kd a0 
Sevrac, which, in defiance of all empty 
ſophiſtry, hourly ſpeaks ſuch keen reproo 
that every hope of future confolation is 
vaniſhed. Oh! Le Blanc, would to God 
L had: periſhed on a ſcaffold ! The tear of 
pity would then have fallen upon my grave, 
which will now be ny" an W from 
W Da 64 


ec Impoſſible ! ” exclaimed 1. . 
The gen Wen bim. | 
20 Th 

ce © That which bonour en did 
be, * ſuſpicion would condemn ; for, the 
man who has once been bruiſed, by the 
iron 5 of law. though be ſurvive its 
9110: preſſure, 
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preſſure, finds his life {till ſhackled by the 
prejudices of the world: and that which 
others may attempt with impunity, would, 
in him be deemed premeditated malice.” 


Be explicit,“ cried Le Blanc. © You- 
awaken my curiofity.” . The: Marquis was 
no violently agitated ; he pauſed: ſeveral 

moments, as if to reflect on what he was 

about to communicate. After an ago- 
nizing ſtruggle he reſumed the conver- 
ſation ©5511 15, Sit Docket: 


ce Suppoſe,” faid he, that I ſhould 
be way-laid at midnight, alone, and in a 
wood; and, to preſerve my own life, I 
ſhould deſtroy my adverſary: would not 
the events which took place in Lombardy 
militate againſt the plea of ſelf-defence; 
and the diſcovery of my paſt Peril, en- 
danger my NY I * 


The Abbe was loſt in 1 thi 
unn was ſo ſtrange and full of dif- 
ficulties, 
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48 
ficulties, zhat he knew not how to anſwer 
it. | 8 83 ee a IIS 5. | #1 


« You do not ſeem to comprehend: 
me,“ ſaid Monfieur de Sevrac. I will 
ſpeak more plainly. Is not the man, once 
ſtigmatized with ſuppoſed criminality, in i 
ſome degree leſs free to revenge an injury, 
than he, whoſe name has never been de- 
graded? Has he no diſadvantages to 
combat? Are not his actions, during the 
remainder of his days, ſcrutinized by the 

jealous eye of ſuſpicion? and does he not 
bear upon his mind, that reſtraint, which 


breaks: his ſpirit, and renders life a bur- | 


then? Should ſuch a man: chaſtiſe- oppref- 
Kon, would he not be half condemned 
before his cauſe were tried; and the ho- 
neſt indignation of ae be 2 
vindictive Nn 4 W 715 1 Int 


he, ſhould hope not - wie Le 
Blanc 3; Death would be preferable to 


_ eruel proſcriꝑtion, which ſubjects 
4 | honourable 


* 
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honourable poverty to the inſults of vulgas 
minds, and lengthens the 1 Ke 
cution, till it mann; nr. , 


„ Yet, have ave, men, * dafiardly in 
their natures,” ſaid the Marquis, that 
they will take advantage of paſt events, 
in order to commit new outrages; which, 
through the concurring circumſtances of 
time and place, would probably dur 
againſt the Pn injured.” | 


« Such. a being does not live? ſaid 
Le Blanc: 


cc Then, St. Clair exif not!” cried de 
Sevrac, with indignation tage . 
the powers of utterance. . 


„ The Abbe's 8 1 
every inſtant. The abrupt departure of 
their gueſt; his having avoided an inter- 
view with the family; and his evident per- 
curbation on the night previous to his 

quitting 
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quitting the Chateau- neuf, inſtantly oc- 
_ eurred to his mind, and threw the light of 
probability on all that de Sevrac had 
uttered. He took the Marquis's arm, 
and ny proceeded _—_ towards home, 


1 Re klaue,“ Laid de Seine; ſomewhat 
more calm, and with a voice leſs agitated, 
&* on the morning of that day when Sa- 
bina went to confeſſion, by chance I ſur- 
prized her and St. Clair, in earneſt con- 
verſation: on my approaching them, they 
avoided me; and darting amidſt the mazes 
of the wood, evidently wiſhed to eſcape 
obſervation. Their caution excited my 
aſtoniſhment; but the purity of Sabina's 
heart, afforded no plea for ſuſpicion. I 
took another road; Which, after many turn- 
ings conducted me into that which they 
had choſen. A ſecond time I met them, 
St. Clair was overwhelmed with confufion, 
and Sabina blüſhed as if ſhe merited re- 

proof. I felt a ſtrange inquietude; 
dread of ſomething, which, though K 
attached 
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attached no blame to Magemoilſele,de Se- 
oe ſtill authorized my nen. of. 
t. Clair's proceediags. iH t 


* 
Aer | * | ny 
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„ Apprehenſive, that, at a no 
when my feelings were too vividly alive, I 
might be tempted to forget the many kind- 
neſſes which I had received from St. Clair; 
and conſcious, that .appearances will ſome- 
times miſlead, even the cleareſt fighted, 1 
concealed, my reſentment, and after a ſhort 
converſation on different ien, left them 
and oat. deen e 


* F< 7 , 
+: N 


0 On 5 return to ** Chateau: neuf; 
Madame de Sevrac, to whom I had im- 
parted my fears, with cautious delicacy 
queſtioned St. Clair; his anſwers were con- 
fuſed and equivocal; ihe preſſed the ſub- 
ject; ſhe probed his heart; and ſhe found 
it penetrated deeply. A thouſand ideas 
thronged into my mind when ſhe diſcloſed 
the reſult of her converſation with, St. 
Clair ; my pride was wounded, my ſenfi- 

| . bility 


the Chateau-neuf, 'when a raffian darted 
w Ar ſtruck me? To 


« 
— 
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armed! For, che daughter of de Sevrac, 
though humbled by adverſtey, was, know- 
ing no diminution of mental worth, Rill s 
ee eee, AHI 1H? 
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. 
more than ufually penfive ; the meal was 
ſcarcely finiſhed, before he retired to his 


chamber. I endeavoured to conceal my 


uneaſtmefs from Sabina, and in che even- 
ing accompanied ber to the Convent. 
Having ſtrolled about the vineyards, what 
I thought a time ſufficient for her confeſ- 
- fron; and twitight dofing faft; I enquired 
at the gate, amd Wis iniforiti6d that We bad 
Adeparted. Vou witneſſed my ſolicitude, 
you beheld the agonies 1 ſuffered, while 
doubt and fear confpired to wring my bo- 
ſom. 1 wandered about, dut finding my 
refearches fruitleſs, I v towards 


" i 
a The 
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LS: Ebbe daiknels of the night prevented 
my. ſeeing him diſtinctly; but ſuſpicion 
inftantly ſuggeſted that the coward was 
St. Clair. 1 called him by his name, but 
he made no anſwer, though I could hear 
his footſteps, more and more faint, as he 
ran from me. I continued my way through 
the wood, till I came within a few paces of 
the Chateau- neuf; when I heard him 
knock at the door, and ſaw him enter. 
What . aer my return you r 
e 1 *1 


By the: time — the Marquis a 
his ſtory they reached home, where Ma- 
dame de Sevrac and Sabina impatiently 
waited. for their arrival. The Marquis's 
countenance appeared leſs gloomy, and his 
manner more ſerene than it had been f 
during many weeks : the ſecret which had 
preyed upon his thoughts, being diſcloſed; 
bis mind releaſed from its burthen became 
more.Clext and collected. = wo 


- das. II. b 5 X On 
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urig the recital. Mademoiſelle de Se- 
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Os the following morning the whate ad- 
venture was unfelded to Madame de Se- 
vrac and Sabina; the emotions of the fur 
met were painful and exceſſi ue: but the 
eountenanee of the latter remained tranquil 


vrac had heard the ſtory from St. Chair; 
-ſherhad: ruminated on it indeſſanthr, fince 


When repeated by the Marquis, excited no 
new ſenſation of horror or ſurprize: ſhe 


| Aliſtened to them with deepened regret, but 


ſhe evinced no ſigns of eee Or cu- 
_riokity. '# re; dt 1 


. 1 ä ' : 4 > 
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an e ebe ee aſtaniſhedꝭ at her com- 
poſure a he looked earnaſtly at her, and, 
ber opinion of St. Clair's proceedings. 
After a. pauſe: of ſeveral minutes, Made. 
woiſelle de Sevrac's eoumte nanca on a ſud- 
dea became anittsted, 28 though a new. 
ray of elucidation dated actaſa her mind, 
_ ſhe — the: args, aber 

9 


nech er , ith. 


* could poet on the eric ſpot where he 
Kad es affiruſeed. * „eine BEVE DIGINENF 
16} 7 i W Sid e den | 
. " Avthis piittivulacieircnſlence inf hum 
omitted in his explanarion' to Madame de 
Seyvrac and Sabina, without heſſtation he 
inſtantly replied; Ie was where the ro 
winds towards the valley, and near the 
croſs, which is * from the front e 
of the een, 93 K a 75 ns 

R G9 e ICs 4 
1,4 $69 Then! ” akin Adds 
Sevrac with” exulting joy, St. Clair is: 
innocent! my father, my beloved fattier, 
thou too art guiltlefs!” The conflict in 
her boſom ' overpowered her, the fell into 
ebe Marquis's' arms, fearcely n 4 
"the coiiſterrtirish dure r A 


'S 87 4 401 | 


baden uren wie ed Luffiriedity 
to explain the cauſe of her agiratioiy,: en- 
feſſed the interview which ſhe allowed St. 
Clair, on the morning of his deparume. 
Though the adventure wore a r , 


It | DBZ i 
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it was not leſs involved 3 in myſtery by che 
declaration of St. Clair's .innocence : the 
rapture, which all parties experienced, was 
nevertheleſs infinite; and, in the evening, 
the Marquis purpoſed viſiting the Abbot 
Palerma, i in order to conſult. his opinion 
on the whole of the extraordinary tran- 


action. 


* 


The Abbot gave little credit to the al- 
| ſertions of Mademoiſelle de Sevrac ; ; he 
profeſſed to confider St. Clair as the guilty 
perſon, and attributed her endeavours to 
exculpate him, to the partiality of a fond 
girl, whoſe filiat affection yielded to the 
more a ardent paſſion which the felt for her 
lover. All che ſophiſtry of argument, all 
the deluſions of ſuperſtition were called 
forth to ſanction this opinion, and to 
1 Sabina with the moſt ſubtle hy- 


d * 1-376, NE oH Bets rf 
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ie”: 8 which the Abbot 8 
ſeemed to wound de Sevrac' s ſoul: the in - 
hymanity of the world, the frowns of for- 
tune, 


\ 
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tube an the million ſtings of unpro- 
voked malevolence, are trivial, when 
placed i in compariſon with individual falſe- 
hood in thoſe whom we are taught to rely 
on, from the ſtrong influence of natural 
affection. That Sabina ſhonld. have el⸗ 
teemed St. Clair, was only a proof of her 
giratitude and ſenfibility; but that le 
ſhould continue to vindicate, and ſeek to 
exculpate the man, who bad attempted 
the life of her father, was execrated by 
Palerma as the moſt unpardonable tran(- 
greſſion. a 


— e 
& & = a 


Monſieur de Sevrac, notwichſtanding 
the Abbot's opinion, could ſcarcely believe, 
Sabiria capable of ſuch duplicity: he ar“ 
gued, in her defence, the fond and un- bg 
wearied affection, which ſhe had evinced, —_— 
during the tedious progreſs of his misfor- 
tunes. The Abbot ſmiled at his credulity ; 
perſevered in his ſentiments reſpecting vi 
Midemoiſelle de Sevrac, and condemned, 


D 3 in 
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An; he inarched her to hott boſom; 171 
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in the moſt nme the an of 
St. Clair. | 


The Marquis nnd the Convent, with 
a pew load of anguiſh on his mind. Sa- 
bina had been the pride of his proſperity ; 
the ſolace of his affliftions; the object of 
his tendereſt cares; and the treaſure, which 
rendered him rich, even in the midſt of 


adverſity ! Deprived of her affection exiſ- 
tence ſeemed to loſe more than half its va- 
Jae. His breaſt was tortured with a thou- 
fand conflicts! To follow, and to puniſh 
St. Clair, was the idea which occupied his 
mind, as be quitted the Convent: he 
burried along the pathway loſt in reflection, 
till he was rouſed from bis reverie by the 


voice of Mademoiſelle eta was 


| Fee to meet him. 


At the ſight of her, his a e ee | 
with tenderneſs. She ran ſmiling towards 


will 
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ill not believe thee guihy my child? 
faid the Marquis. Thou art RvR 
but thou art innocent!“ | 

IT 
Sabina was at a ok to comprehend the 
Marquis's words. His eyes, which were 
fixed on hers with a mixture of tenderneſs | 
and ſorrow, were full of tears: (he had not © 
been accuſtomed to ſee him weep; and the 
knew that ſome extraordinary cauſe muſt 
produee fo ſingular an effect. He graſped 
ber hand firmly, and led her haſtily through 
che wood, til he came oppoſite the 'crofs 
where he had received the blow: he then 
checked her arm, and with a ſtern voice, 
enquired, whether ſhe believed in eternal 


puniſhment hereafter, for crimes committed 
ene . 957 


de — I do,” rep Materwiſte 
13 Aber Fac.” wy | 


dd. 
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And is it not a e ut 
dye,“ continued the Marquis, © to blot 
een „ the 
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the purity of filial affection, by a conni- 
vance, at which nature Acer with ab- 
horrence.” 0 455 1 


Sabina grew pale and trembled. Her 
evident perturbation awakened doubts 
which all the philoſophy of the Mar- 
quis could not e Again he addreſſed 


ls there no interpoſing | angel that 
whiſpers to your car, the duty, which a 


child owes to an unhappy parent? Is not a 
father's ſafety of more importance, than a 
promiſe made to a villain?“ Mademoiſelle 


de Seyrac leant on the Marquis“ s ſhoulder, 
unable to make. any anſwer ; her cheek 
was overſpread with a death-like whiteneſs, 
her lips were colourleſs, her whole frame 

ſeemed to loſe the powers of ſenſation : 

ſhe raiſed her eyes towards the croſs which, 
ſtood near her, and again cloſed them with 
the ſhuddering of horroe. 


* 
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Monſieur 


6x 


HUBERT DE SEVRAC. 


Monfieur de Sevrac conſidered every 
ſueceeding ſymptom, as an augmented 
proof of Sabina's guilt; his ſorrow kept | 
pace with his aſtoniſhment ;—lte-ſupported 
her feeble frame, which was near finking 
before him. I have ever loved you ten · 
derly ;” ſaid the Marquis; © fince the firſt 
hour that you'beheld the light, my hopes 
have preſented a ſweet perſpeCtive ! I have 
looked forward with rapture to that period, 
when your mind, formed by: reaſon and 
corrected by experience, ſhould repay me 
for my zeal, by unfolding its perfections. 
I know that youth is volatile; that its paſ. 
ſions are its tyrants; born to traverſe; the 
thorny path of ſublunary evil, where every 
ſtep is expoſed to diſaſters, where could 
you find a guide, whoſe fidelity can equal 
that of a fond parent?“ Sabina ers 
the gay? 22K I 1 Lr 1 pr bank) 


1 


"Tas I am uind * N 8 <« to 
liſten, and to bear every reproach. which 
your ſeverity can utter: yet, I conjure” 

Ds "you" 


A 
3 


62 nur Di SEVRAO. 


you'r be explicit, for my heart is almoſt 
1 with agony.” W ey 


1. Then; faid” the: Maiquis, me 1 050 
be brief. Strange and powerful motives 
ure me to queſtion you, and T fhall ex- 
pet a plain and unequivocal reply. Lives 
there not a wretch who feeks my deſtruc- 
tion 3 


& : 


|< Madchnoiſite' de Sevrrac's age Was 
Seeply penetrated by the queſtion. © She 
gazed earneftly on the croſs, the recollec- 
tion of her vow, the ſtern commands of 
Palerma, and the fatal truth which the 
Marquis had uttered, agonized her mind 
with contending tumults The terrors of 
bigotry prevented her violating an oath, 
which it would have been virtue to break, 
"and the obſervation of which was criminal 
in the extreme: ſhe did not reflect, that 
an error, into which we are driven by 
compulſion, ceaſes to be ours, while all 
the obloquy attaches itſelf to the inſtigator, 
| who 
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63 
who forced ws. to commit it. BOY ſuch 
were the terrible effects of ſuperſtition 1 
ſach the pernicious counſels of a man, who 
played the part of a yillain under the maſk 
of religion, that, the: was content to bear ; 
| the guilt of being a conſpirator againſt a 

parent's lift, rather than break en. * 

which was made to an aſſaſſin. 


The queſtion, to which che Marquis bad 
demanded an explicit anſwer, related only 
to the Abbot's opinion of St. Clair: for he 
had not the ſmalleſt ſuſpicion reſpecting 
the oath, which preſſed ſo beavily on ga- 
bina's conſcience: after waiting ſome 
minutes, and obſerving the tnercaſed 
terrors of her mind he reſumed the con- 


| verſation. 


7 « The a agony of your foul, ich d but 
too evident,” ſaid de Sevrac, « fully ex- 
Plains the conduct of St. Clair; and I have 
n one ſtep to take, or his puniſhtaent, 


- 
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and the reſcue of my own name from in- 
t the conctofion of theſe words 
the Marquis tore himſelf from her graſp, 
and haftened' towards the Chateau- neuf. 
Sabina followed, and overtook him; ſhe 
caught his hand, which he in vain en- 
deavoured to withdraw, and throwing 
herſelf on her knees entreated him to hear 


mar. 
* 0 . } 0 * 9 9 ”. * 2 
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cc Oh! my father . ed Made- 


moiſelle de Sevrac, do not urge me to 
my own perdition ! I love you better than 


all ings waer my a I of 


268 And St. Clair? incerroped the Mar- 
* ſternly. mal 


; 08 St. Clair is a tranger to  alſchood! * 
cried i. | 


. 1 His blood ſhall waſh away the infamy 
which he has heaped: upon me,” replied 
n . the 
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65 
the Marquis; or mine ſhall blot the 
name of de Sevrac from the catalogue of 


nature,” $4153 


He is incapable of injuring the VIROL 
he loves, anſwered Sabina. By all 
the powers of ſacred truth, I ſwear, that 
* is not e oh the OT f 


n Who A am It to ſuſpect yy faid the 
Marquis; and why do ] behold you thus 
agitated? Such violent emotions indicate 
no common ſhare of conſcious torture; if 
you know any thing that can tend to en- 
danger my honour or my liſe, you are hound 
to diſcloſe, it.. Mademoiſelle de Sevrac 
hid her face in the bofom of the Marquis, 
and ſobbed like an infant: a thouſand 
times leſs painful would have been the po- 
niard of the aſſaſſin, than were the words 
which de Sevrac' uttered, She lamented 
the, timidity which had compelled. her to 
make a yow, fo terrible! But the weak- 
| neſs 
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mhither. Before they had paſſed the bor- 
der of the wood, they were overtaken by 
Padre Evangelifta, who came with a meſ- 


neſs which led her to commit the fault, in- 


duced her to perſevere in W hr: 


ſecret. 1 tg 


During their converſation, day declined, 
and a duſky gloom nearly overſpread the 
farrounding ſcenery. The evening air was 
nipping cold; the turf was ſprigkled with 


half frozen dew, and the thick vapours 
_ Fifing along the ſkirts of the mountain, 


rendered their fituation comfortleſs and 


' dreary, The Marquis propoſed returning 


to the Chateau · neuf, and they proceeded 


ſage from the Abbot, the purport of 
which was, to requeſt an immediate | in- 
teryiew with n nods Ins" 


:thbrady arty exhauſteg with the . | 
nizing conflicts of her mind, ſhe pleaded 
diſpoſition ; and promiſed, that, ſoon 
: : k after 
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after day-break, on-the following morn- 

ing, ſhe would viſit the Convent, to receive 

the Abbot's commands. The venerable 

father returned homeward; and Mademoi- 

ſelle de Sevrac, on entering the Chateau- 0 


neuf, Toned to her chamber. 
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&© O, ſuch a deed, © 

As from the body of contraction plucks | 

* The very ſoul ; and ſweet religion makes 

& A rhapſody of words!“ SHAKESPEARE. 


Tu E dawn had ſcarcely appeared, when 
Mademoiſelle de Sevrac quitted the Cha- 

teau- neuf and repaired towards the Convent, 
where ſhe found the Abbot waiting to re- 
ceive her. The affected humility with 
which he welcomed her arrival, and the 
ſmile which ſat upon his cheek as he con- 
ducted her along the chapel to his own 
apartment, rather tended to excite ſurprize 
than to command veneration. On enter- 
ing the room he led her to a ſeat, and . 
after a filence of ſome moments, began 
to explain his motive for having requeſted 
an interview. | 


* 


£& Unfortunate 
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« Unfortunate, but lovely fugitive,” 
ſaid the Abbot, taking her hand and preſ- 
ſing it between his, your perſecutions 
_ awaken my ſympathy! your errors demand 
my pity | I feel the tendereſt concern for 
your misfortunes, and J lament that the 
life of humility to which am eternally 
united, deprives me of more ample power 
to ſoften the rigours of your fate.” Ma- 
demoiſelle de Sevrac was at a loſs to com- 
prehend the meaning of the Abbot's pro- 
feſſions; he perceived her eee 


and continued. 


6, W — the want of worldly ſplen- 
dour may deny, the fervour of mythoughts, 
which ſoar above .all temporal delights, 
will grant me; I have made your errors 
the ſubje& of my midnight prayers; and 
my morning oriſons have been / poured 
forth, for your eternal peace! Often have 
I trod the flinty pavement, wben every 


| Wh has been cloſed, and proſtrate on the . | 
| freemiag 
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Freezing ground, eren 8 forgivenehs for 
your offences.” 


- Sabina, bluſhing, thanked Palerma, who 
Rill held her band and gazed with cager- 
nefs on her countenance. The impreſhon 
which his language evidently made on her 
—_—y b wee him 80 Os 3 


- {708 Compuiſſion carat marked 
with ſorrow, has awakened in my breaft 
an intereſt in every thing that regards your 
happineſs, here and hereafter? Yer, the 
crime of which you have been guilty, de- 
mands a penance, ſevere and laſting !” 
Mademoiſelle de Sevrac's amazement was 
infinite. © Such is che megnitude of your 
offence,” continued the Abbot, that all 
leſſer faults will feem but venial; for the 
foul, clogged with che groſſer charge, 
can ſcarcely receive a portion of additional 
fin: and that penitence which will make 
your peace with Heaven, will abſolve 
SDETT4RE {7 | ' you 
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jou from all r e ee 


nature.“ 


As the Abbot ſpoke, his voice became 
tremulous, and he preſſed her hand with 
more of mortal animation, than ſaint-like 
zeal : Mademoiſelle de Sevrac was alarm 
ed; ſhe. roſe to quit the apartment, the 


countenance of Palerma was wild, and - 


the hand, wich which be detained her, 
trembled convulfively. She periified in 
endeavouring to hreak from him, till, with 
an imperious tone of voice, he commanded 
ber to hear him. . 


The auſterity which his features ſuddenly 
aſſumed, and the ſurprize which his autho- 
ritative words excited, ſeemed to take from 
Mademoiſelle de Sevrac all the powers of 
reſiſtance. Palerma, who was a maſter. of 
his art, did nat let the moment of con- 
ſternation eſcape him; as he could Not 
convince, he determmed to bewilder her 

imagination; he again ſoftened his features 
ä into 


72 - HUBERT DE SEVRAC. - 


into the meekeſt complacency ; preſſed her 
hand to his lips; and with a deep and 
lengthened figh left her once more at 


1 


« Forgive my abrupt ſincerity, and hear 
me utter the dictates of pure diſintereſted 
zeal,” ſaid the Abbot, as he walked by her 
fide along the chapel. They approached 
the altar; „ Behold that croſs !”” continued 
he, and hear from me the deſtiny that 
awaits you. A. penance is demanded ; yon 
muſt prepare to deprecate the vengeance 
of that Power, whoſe temple you have 
profaned by were, ff 


Madernoiſelle de Sevrac Raried, 


een batte of che deed, ſeals your 
tongue in filence!ꝰ cried Palerma. But 
where is that cunning which can hide it 
from the All-Seeing! When, proſtrate be- 
fore me, and bathed with tears of feigned 


ok you trembled for the ſafety of a 
Goh | lover, 
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lover, you ſtill concealed a crime, that al- 


moſt ſets mercy at defiance !”. 1 


« A crime 2 repeated Sabina. 


« Yes; a maſt damned crime !” ex- 
claimed the Abbot; * no leſs, than pro- 
fanation of that ſacred ſanctuary, where 
religion builds her barrier, to keep aloof 
thoſe monſters, who would violate her 
laws! Nay, tremble not; the throbbing 
of a boſom which had courage to brave 
the vengeance of Heaven, beſpeaks more 
of foul hypocriſy, than of contrite ſorrow !” 


,. 4:9 not comprehend you bo ſaid 
Mademoiſelle de Sevrac. 


« Then let your blood congeal with 
horror !” cried the Abbot, while 1 un- 
fold, all that has been revealed to me, in 
awful and repeated dreams! In the chateau 
of Montnoir there is a chapel, conſecrated 
by ”Y rites !”? 


de Ed 
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Sabina looked aghaſt; and ins Hd 
tinued. At the ſtill and ſolemmn hour of 
midnight, that ſanctuary was plundered, 
by facrilegious hands! The crime is pu- 
niſhable with death!“ Mademoiſelle de 
Sevrac ſunk on the pavement before the 
Abbot, in an agony of terror! He had 
touched that ſenſe which was the moſt af. 
fajlable ; all the phantoms of fuperſtition 
were inſtantly conjured up, and the be- 
enter herſelf loſt, irretrievably. 


« Yet denk my extenuation ;” ſaid Sa- 
bina with a faultering voice. 


* I will admit no plea that dares at- 
tempt to palliate fuch' monſtrous deeds! 
anſwered Palerma. I know the tremen- 
dons magnitude of your offence ; and the 
only taſk that remains for me, is to _ 
the e 4 


. We ir; „ cried | Maderncifelle a 
Sevrac faintly. e 
; | ©« You 


Pd 
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„Nou mutt: inſtantly: return to the 
chateau of Montnair;” replied the Abbot, 
6 and, on the very fpot where your un- 
hallowed hands violated the holy altar, 
you muſt count ſix n —_— in 
. ang eee 

4 

0 Not to Niontneir b. ſaid abc 
« Bid me undertake a pilgrimage to the 
moſt remote part of the habitable globe, 
and, whatever my. ſufferings may be, 1 
will patiently endure them. But, to Mont - 
noir, L never will return,” Fbe Abbot 
ſtartled by her firmneſs; raiſed her from the 
ground, where fhe was ſtill kneeling, and 
conjured her, to tranquilize her mind. 
Let me ſee you at the ſame hour to- 
morrow;” ſaid he, ©* and/the intermediate 
time ſhall be paſt in prayer, for a mitiga- * 
tion of your puniſhment. Meanwhile you: 
muſt endeavour to conform to my injunc- 
tions, whatever the be. I have 
only two requeſts to ke; 3 _ fecret, and 
believe.“ 

— Mademoiſelle 
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Mademoiſelle de Sevrac promiſed to 
obey his commands, and the Abbot con- 
ducted her to the gate of his Convent, 
where, he bade her farewell, and ſhe pro- 
ceeded towards the Chateau- neuf. 


Palerma's dreams abſorbed her in won- 
der and meditation! That "ſhe had been 
guilty of the charge, ſhe tacitly acknow- 
ledged ; but that her crime ſhould be fo 
- myſteriouſly revealed, appeared to her, as 
nothing leſs than a miracle ; which, joined 
to the preceding adventures at the Con- 
vent, augmented her credulity, and placed 
her more than ever in the power of the 
Abbot. 


During the remainder of the day, Ma- 
demoiſelle de Sevrac never ceaſed to rumi- 
nate on the horrors of her ſituation. She 
retired early to her chamber, and the night 
was uſhered in wi tears. The weather 
was tempeſtuous ; and the ſhrill: guſts of 
wind, which howled from the mountains, 

| | | ſeemed 
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ſcemed to direct all their violence towards 
the Chateau · neuf. She frequently optned 
the caſement of her chamber, to ſee if the 
daun began to brighten; but the whole 
ſcene was enveloped in darkneſs. The 
cold blaſt chilled her, and the pouring 
rain beat againſt her boſom; ſhe wept, 
ſhe trembled, ſhe prayed; never did a 
a night appear ſo long, never had ſhe heard 
the wind roar with ſuch terrifying violence 
In the bitterneſs of anguiſn did ſhe lament 
the fatal curioſity, which had contaminated 
her ſoul; while, with hopeleſs agony, 
ſhe believed herſelf devoted to eternal 


The firſt glimpſe of day, at length ap- 
peared ; but- it only ſerved to preſent a 
ſeene of deſolation! The rain, which had 
fallen inceſſantly during the night, had 
collected into {ſwollen torrents; which, 
foaming rapidly from the mountains, 
rooted up the talleſt trees, and levelled 
the ſcattered cottages in their courſe to- 
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wards the valley, which, Teemed one vaſt 
and troubled ſea ! The (mall rivulets, which 

at leſs boiſterous ſeaſons, wound along, re- 
freſhing the verdure, now overflowed their 

banks and every moment augmented the 
fury of the waters. 


': Mademoiſelle de Sevrac raiſed her eyes 
from the melancholy proſpect, and fixed 
them on the black clouds which failed 
heavily along, charged with freſh ſources 
of deſtruction! Fancy then recalled the 
. glowing ſummer morning; the waving 
woods, the tawney vineyards, and the 
bright verdure of the valley, ſprinkled with 
a thouſand wild and gaud y flowers— 


he painted populace, 85 
„„ Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives,” 


but her * beat with new and agoniziog 
_ diſtreſs, when ſhe beheld the roof of the 
cottage, which belonged to the philanthro- 
pic * Giovanni, who had been the 
| preſerver 
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preſerver of Le Blanc, whirled, by a guſt 
of wind, almoſt to the ſummit of the moun- 


Her ſhriek awoke the Marquis, who 
haſtened to her chamber; from the caſe- 
ment he beheld the ruin of that aſylum 
where miſery found a friend; and man a 
fellow creature - wortky of the title! 


De Sevrac ruſhed out of the room and 
inſtantly flew tai the ſcene of cala- | 
mity. Sabina foWved ; by a path which 
wound along. the mountain ſide, they 
avoided / the danger which the waters 
threatened, and in a ſhort time arrived at 
the cottage. 


They found Giovanni within, ſitting on 
his narrow bed, watching his little ſon with 
the placid mien of a philoſopher! The 
Marquis ſnatched his hand.“ Benignant 


child of nature '” ſaid he, * that power 
a E 2 which 


— 
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Which inſpired thee with the nobleſt phi- 
lanthropy, has ſhielded thee from the — 
of the tempeſt! * 


Siovanni ſmiled. © Ah! Signor,“ an- 
ſwered he calmly ; It would be uſeleſs to 
oppoſe the will of Heaven! Thefe ſtorms 
are frequent at this inclement ſeaſon; and 
my little hut has been _ a time un- 
Weben, white | was * 3 


1: Ae cod 4 


ed ?” faid Ma- 
demoiſelle de Sun . i 


leſtly. 


, 25:46; Why ſhould 12” replied Giovanni, 
„ my conſcience is clear of offence, and 
the Supreme will always . the guilt- 
Myon Free 

Bug word ſeemed to penetrate Sabina's 
heart. The clay walls that encloſed them, 
trembled as the wind whiſtled over the 
valley. 


«c The 
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5 'Fhe cottage ſhakes !” ſaid Mademoi- 
ſelle de Sevtac, pale with terror. | 

46 So does yonder Convent,“ anſwered 
the peaſant, ſmiling at her alarm, and 
think myſelf as ſafe in my poor hovel, as 
the proud Abbot is, before his altar, ſe- 
cured by ſtrong walls of ons, and Haug 
rounded by his ſaints.” 24 


The Abbe Id not countenance 
ſuch an opinic id Mademoiſelle de: 


Sevrac. 


ce In truth I care but little; anſwered: 
Giovanni. © I lay my conſcience open 
before Him who is above the Abbot ; and 
te muſt be a fool who would worſhip. the 
vaſſal, hen be can have free acceſs:to the 
maſter.” 1 NL oft 
_ © Where did'st then 1 to think * | 
laid Monſieur de Sevrac. : 1122; d 


'B 3 | cc From 


| 
| 
| 
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From nature!” anſwered the peaſant. 


« Every thing I ſee tells me to be thank - 
ful! Iamſo. My fellow-creatures' wants 


demand my pity; They have it. I have 
ſtrength to labour; and I toil, Why then 


ſhould I doubt the goodneſs of that Being 
who, at the cloſe of every day, teaches 
me to lay my head upon my pillow, at 
peace with Him, and the whole world ? 
Do you think, Signor, that all the nobles, 
born and bred in cox 4 can * as 


© Who taught you to contemn the 
mo 2” cried de * Lf 


4 Our 3 Abbot,” replied Gio- 
vanni. We can but judge from what 
we ſee; and where the actions of a man's 


life perpetually contradict his words, who 
will believe him? It is thoſe who forbid 


us to ſpeak, that teach us how to think. 
I have ſeen the Abbot drive the pilgrim 
from his gate, half- famiſhed and worn 

mx 4 7 don 
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down with penitence ; while the rich and 
remorſeleſs, have been treated ſumptuouſly 
with the produce of our "toil: and to tell 
my mind plainly, Signor, I think that the 
fruits of the earth are ſufficient for us all.” 


The encreafing rays of morning predo- 
minated over the ſtorm, and the riſing 
luſtre of the fun, once more gleamed over 
the landſcape. Mademoiſelle de Sevrac 
reminded the Marquis of her intended 
viſit to the Abbot, and they quitted Gio- 
vanni's cottage, after having made him 
promiſe to meet them at the Chateau - neuf. 
The philoſophy of nature occupied their 
minds, as they aſcended the ſteep, leading 
to the Convent; while every object that 
met their eyes preſented, a ſource for me- 
lancholy rumination! They beheld the 
ravages of winter ; they heard the wind | 
howling” over the fragments which | its 
fury had ſcattered. on the waters; while 
the moſt majeſtic foreſt trees were levelled 
with the earth; or, being rent aſunder, 

. E 4 _ - inclined 


* 
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mdined'"g over the valley, every inſtant 
threatening - to eruſhi the © cottages below 
then. As they proceeded, the bare and 
broken branches waved over their heads, 
While the balf-famiſhied - ſquirrel, darted 


from place to place, ſeeking in vain for 
ſhelter and for ſuſtenance. 


_ Alas b. eXdainied Mademseifelle de 
Sevrac, te thefe ate ſcenes of which I had 
not the moſf faint idea Little did 1 think; 
When 1 beheld the ſplendours of Verſailles; 
the brilliant circle, the illumined ball 
roots, and the ſumptuous banquet ! that 
45 7 Poer and houſeleſs peaſants were ex- 
polett to all the ſtorms of Heaven, unpitied 
_ md defenceleſs! We never talked of them: 
the ſeafon, whoſe ſeverity pinches the child 
of nature, was to us a Teafore of feſtive 


ti uXury.“ 


Monfteur de Sevrac wiflied to divert her 
mind from the objects which ſeemed to 
lx its attention, at the ſame moment that 
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he admired its ſenfibility. He endeavoured 
to ſpeak of inequality as a matter of politi- 
cal utility; and wiſhed her to believe that 


the ſorrows of life were impartially diſtri- 4 


buted, only varying in their forms, and 
adapted to the mental ſtrength of the ſaf- 
feret. But Sabina had learnt to feel before 
the keen and exquiſite ſenſations of the 
heart were blunted by the follies of the 


world; ſhe had read of the happy pe- 


ſantry: books had pourtrayed them as the 
gay eſt and moſt contented of the human 
race: the mountain ſwain, the village maid, 
were repteſented by the pages of romance, 
as enjoying a life of rural bliſs, heightened 
by the beautiful ſimplicity of guileleſs man- 
ners. She had ſeen, at the Spectacles of 
Paris, the Berger *, ſinging, dancing, and 
adorned With wreaths of roſes, as emblems” 
of his gay and blooming hours. She knew 
me char, agg "_ contetiplated the 


dlidio 1 | /*:Shephead, -2:1 +4 Ng 
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lively portrait, che wretched original pined 


in ſolitude, and toiled in ſadneſs; that, 
inſtead of a gaudy band of fragrant flowers, 
his breaſt was wrung by poverty, and co- 
vered by a tattered. garb, which barely 


ſcreened: it from an inclement ſky! The 


mages of paſtoral ſimplicity, had met her 


eye, adorned with the deceptive language of 
poliſhed pens: but they had never awakened 
her reaſon by the , immutable graces of 


truth; or touched her fenfibility by the 
irreſiſtible eloquence of nature! While 


ſhe conſidered the laborious tribe as ſu- 


premely happy, ſhe was alſo taught to be- 


lieve that the pampered ſons of ſuperſtition, 
the tools of tyrants, and the ſecret ſprings 


of oppreſſion, were the abſtemious victims 


oß⸗ -penitential rigour; whoſe days were 


waſted in penance, and whoſe midnight 
hours were dedicated to devotion. She 
imagined that the lean poverty of the bare- 


Rent monk was the badge of all his fra- 


ternity ; nor did He. at that, while 
Fi- TY ce. 1.4 | de. 


HUBERT DE SEVRAC. 87 


he begged or ſtarved, the ſuperior, of 
his order "pint: a life of Waben 
Wr. e 402 ee e 


2 *p319 = 


While 8 was ce in e 
they reached the Convent: the Marquis 
there leſt her, and promiſed to return, as 
ſoon as he had accounted to Madame de 
Sevrac for his early abſence. Padre Evan - 
geliſta opened the gate, and gave her his 
benediction: ſhe enquired. for the Abbot, 
and was conducted to his apartment. On 
entering, ſhe found him. fitting on his 
downy couch, near a blazing ,wood fire, 
with a luxurious breakfaſt before him: ſhe 
approached him, with a mixture of confu- 
ſion and ſurprize; he obſerved her inc, | 
and roſe to meet her;“ The humble, 
ſaid he, are always under the protection 
of Heaven p- Mademoiſelle de Sevrac 
bowed aſſent, and waited patiently to re- 
celve his leſſon. 4 


. 
4 : = : 
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The Abbot entreated Sabina to partake 
&f his repaſt; but ſhe declined the offer, 
and began to grow impatient at his tedious 
_ procraſtination of the buſineſs which led 
her to the Convent. Many copious 
dlraughts of wine were ſwallowed by the 
Abbot, and his flaſhed cheek began to 
diſplay their power over his faculties, 
when Mademoiſelle de Sevrac briefly re- 
newed the topic of the preceding day's con- 
Verſation. Palerma's countenance evinced 
rather the ſtupor of intoxication, than the 
gravity of wiſdom; his language was lefs 
ſeverè than it had been at their laſt inter- 
Lie, but it was more familiar; he compli- 
mented Sabina on her perſonal beauty, 
| 4 her misfortufies; and even ventured 
to Envy the happineſs of St. Clair, whom 
de contemned, as unworthy of her par- 

Hakey. a 


Sabina > have bent 8t. eur 
: by a bull . 11 all that ſhe knew, 


reſpect- 
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reſpecting the midnight rencontre in the 
wood ; but the Abbot interrupted her, by 
ſaying, that he was already apprizec of 
every circumſtance, and that he ccutdeted | 
St. Clair as the sony petfon - ** 


10 You muſt learn to forget him,” cried 
Palerma; © he is not the man whom yoh 
are deſtined to eſpouſe. One of the true 
and wiſe ſyſtems of moral virtue, is that 
of repairing the wrongs which the frailty 
of human nature prompts us to commit, 
againſt the innocent and oppreſſed. You 


have therefore,” continued Palerma, only 


to ſcrutinize your own cbfiſcience ; ro con- 
fefs whom you habe mot injureck; and 
to obtain forgiveneſs for 2 ene OY 
immediate retribution. 


: Mademoiſelle de men was fitent— | 


4 
iQ * 


It requires but a ach Regeth of re 
flection,” Kia the Abbot, to point out 
the 
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the object whoſe wrongs demand your 
conceſſions: the hoſpitable manſion of 


Monſieur Ravillon, the aſylum which he 


afforded to your misfortunes, was the ſcene 
of ſacrilegious violation! He, with the 
meek forgiveneſs of conſcioũs virtue, not 
only conſents to bury your tranſgreſſion in 
oblivion, but offers you his len, Aue, 


in marriage. | 


22 K Did you dream that the Divinity 
wiſhed me to make ſuch a me "oo 
ſaid pelle de Sevtae. 


The Abbot was g ty — — 
by this unexpected queſtion :, he who had 
become an adept in the myſteries of 
art, was baffled by the ſimplicity) of 
nature, 

« Your crime was of ſo heinous a deſ- 
cription, anſwered Palerma with ſome 


heſitation, ' 66 that, in all chriſtian nations, 


death 


HUBERT DE SEVRAC. 91 . 


death would be the puniſhment, which 
juſtice would inflict. It was an offence 
againſt the Supreme! an offence that 
menaced the very root of moral good, 
and tended to n the altar of re- 
ligion ! 1 


„ And yet,” replied. Sabina, * you 
would teach me to believe, that my pen- 
ance is left to the deciſion of a mortal, 
weak and liable to error, like myſelf! 
That the wrath of inſulted Heaven, is. 
to be appeaſed by a ſacrifice at the ſhrine 
of avarice; and, that by gratifying the 
paſſions of a villain, I ſhali appear leſt 
criminal in the aght of my Creator AY 


FTP 4 5 * 


| The Abbot » was is abaſhed and filent. 80 
penetrating a, reproof, ſuch philoſophic 
reaſoning, from a young, and pliant mind. 
confounded and amazed him. His, con» 
ſternation inſpired Mademoiſelle de Sevrac 
wich ee courage. Never!“ 

continued 


b 


— 


Pry : 
. 
— — — — — 
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interceſſions? Since no mortal power enn 
teach you to deprecate the puniſhment 


elle de Sevrac's credulity. From" thence 
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eontinued ſhe; © Never will 1 to 
be the wife of Arnaud,” LEG 1812/09, 


| #4 


ue ear mm — Pa- 
Oy Is it thus you ſeoff at pious 


that awaits you; prepare to meet eonvic- | 
tion l As he preneunced theſe words, 


hee graſped ber Hand, and inflancly hat- 


ried her through the chapel. Alarmed by 


this new and ſudden act of violence, her 


powers of reſiſtance falled, and the was 
— to follow wherever: the Abbot 


e 25 
8 N * N # 
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They deſcended by the narrow "4 


ſteps into the vaulr, where the miraculous 
omens had before worked on Mademoi- 


they traverſed a long and dark paſſage, 
till they came to à ſmall apartment; which 


was — Mumined by a dull lamp, at- 
tached 
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tached to the ceiling. The glimmering 
reflection on the walls preſented nothing 
but ſtreams of water, ptoduced by the ſub- 
terraneous humidity of the ſituation. She 
was terrified in the extreme. The Abbot, 
after recommending prayer and contri- 
tion, as the occupations of her ſolitude, 
faſtened the door on the outſide, and left 
her overwhelmed with horror. | 


The deep and ſolemn vibrations of the 
organ, ſoon informed her that her me- 
lancholy cell was beneath the Chapel. 
She could faintly diſtinguifh the voices of 
the monks at matins; the awful repoſe, 
which marked every thing within the Con- 
vent as Toon as the morning fervice was 
concluded, encreaſed her diftreſs, and fhe 
yielded herſelf wholly to the moſt agonizing 
affliction. 


i 
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ſo low over his face, as almoſt to, conceal 


| Sabina an opportunity of gueſling his age. 
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Vea, this man's brow like to a title leaf 


6 Foretells the nature of a tragic volume; 

« 80 looks the ſtrand whereon th' i imperious flood 

0 ' Hath left a witneſs'd uſurpation.“ | 
SHAKESPEARE, 


Tur day crept ſlowly on, and it was 
near midnight, when Mademoiſelle de 


Sevrac heard the door unbolted, and ſaw 


a, monk enter her ſolitary apartment. By 


his ſtature, ſhe knew that it was not Padre 


Evangeliſta, and the garb, which ſcantily 


covered him, was wholly unlike that of 


the Abbot Palerma. 1 he cowl was drawn | 


every feature, and the dim lamp, which 
was nearly exhauſted, ſerved to diſcover 
that he wore the habit of the fraternity, 
without affording light ſufficient to give 


As 


Lan 
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As he paſſed the circular ray of light 
which the lamp threw upon the ground 
beneath, ſhe thought that his figure ſtrong- 
ly reſembled that of the monk, whom, on 
her firſt viſit to the convent, ſhe had ſeen 
haſtily gliding along the chapel, and after- 
wards fitting on one of the ſtone coffins in 
the vault, whither 2 had terapted 
man homme gifs 


He e Mademoiſelle de Senn, 
and, without uttering a ſyllable, took her 
hand, and led her out of the apartment. A 
faint tay of hope inſpired her with confi- 
dence, and, believing that his viſit was the 
reſult of a friendly wiſh to releaſe her from 
captivity, ſhe ſuffered him to guide her, 

without e to make the Tome 
| RG . * Wy 

J | 1 | a Ui 35 8 

* * * ſhe he to him 
ſeveral times, in a low voice; but he 
making no anſwer, ſhe conſtrued: his filenet 
into the fear of . the fathers, or of 


Ping 
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apprizing the watchful Palerma of the ſtep 


he was taking. They traverſed many nar- 
row and winding paſſages, which were only 
Momined by ſmall lamps, hung at a con- 
fiderable diſtance from each other, and 
ſhedding a glimmering light merely on the 
ſpot where they were placed. The organ 
in the chapel ſounded a loud and awful 


_ anthem; the deep vibration wholly over- 


powered their footſteps, as they haſten- 
ed under ground, till they came to a 
ſmall gothic door, which the Monk in- 
ſtantly unbolted, and Mademoifelle de 
Sevrac, to her infinite: joy, found herſelf 
n a ſpacious garden belonging to the con- 


" = 
. . * 


Her guide was ſtill ſilent; but he con- 


tinued to lead her till they came to a root- 


houſe in a wilderneſs at the extremity of 
the garden. She knew that, not far from 
this lonely ſpot, a narrow gate opened to 
the vineyard ; ſhe had frequently remarked 


it, and „ * her eſcape was nearly 
gais ids | effected, 
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requeſted her to wait, and promiſed her that 
he would return in a few. moments. She en- 
tered the root-houſe, and liſtened, with a 
beating heart, till his footſteps were no longer 
heard, the wind moaning through the wil- 
derneſs, or at intervals b to a ſhrill 

and piercing blaſt. | 


She continued ſeveral minutes in this 
dark and freezing hiding- place, fancy 
every moment preſenting to her watchful 
eyes a thouſand terrifying phantoms, when 
ſhe heard footſteps advancing, till they 
entered the root-houſe. Uncertain whom 
it might be, and trembling, leſt the abbot 

ſhould have diſcovered her retreat, or the 
monk been induced to betray her, ſhe had 
not reſolution to ſpeak; every guſt of 
wind increaſed her alarm, and the intenſe 
coldneſs of the night augmented the unea- 
ſineſs of her ſituation. While fear almoſt 
prevented her breathing, ſhe heard a voice 
demand, whether any one was within. It 
1 Was 
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vas the good Padre Evan geliſta.—She in- 
ſtantly ruſhed towards him, and ſnatching 
the hand which was extended to guide 
her, was again led forth from her ep 


3 47 


. 


The kind and mnie r was in 
the moſt extreme perturbation; * Appre- 
hend nothing! faid he: © I will fetch 
the key of the gate which opens to the 
vineyard, and in a few minutes you will be 

at the Chateau - neuf. Conceal yourſelf 
beneath the impenetrable gloom of yonder 


| ax 15 firs, and I will return ſpeedily.” 


. Oh! 40 not livre me, father !” wk 
"Mademoiſelle de Sevrac. I ſhall expire h 
with terror!“ 5 np age LS 


. Collect all your fortitude !” ſaid Evan- 
geliſta. When you are once fate out of 
the garden, I will explain the myſtery, 
which by chance I have developed.” So 


ſaying, he gave her his- haſty benediction, 
| and 
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and left her. She entered the grove 'of - 


firs, and liſtened with impatictice for * 
return. 


Every moment ſeemed an age, till ſne 
again heard footſteps hurrying through the 
wilderneſs. She darted from her conceal- 
ment, and was inſtantly met, her hand was 
eagerly ſnatched, and her guide conducted 
her through the gate, over which a lamp, 
placed before the image of a ſaint, afforded 
her an opportunity of diſcovering, to her 
great conſternation, two men waiting be- 
neath the walls. They ruſhed forward, 
and ſeized her. She ſhrieked. O! fa» 
ther Evangeliſta!” exclaimed Sabina, claſp- 
ing the hand that led her, Save me! 
Save me! One of the ſtrangers inſtantly 
drew a ſtiletto from his boſom, and her 
guide, pierced to the heart, fell lifeleſs 
before her! 


The murderer endeavoured to ſeize her 
in his arms, but her loud and piercing 
| ſhrieks 


5 HVSSAT DE . 


Met hes was wag . e 
but, before any affiſtance arrived, the vil- 
| keins 9 


7 


The body n eee eee 
the chapel, where che abbot Palerma waited 
in the utmoſt perturbation. Mademouiſelle 
de Sevrac, unable to ſupport herſelf, was 
conveyed thither alſo, by two of the fa- 
thers, who had been drawn from their cells 

by the ſound of the alarum, and the ſhrieks 
without the gates. As ſoon as Sabina ap- 
proached the altar, where amazement diſ- 
played itſelf in every countenance, ſhe 
threw herſelf on her knees: and the inftant 
. the corpſe was laid: on the pavement, Padre 
| Evange liſta entered the ehapel. Aſtoniſhed 
at ſeeing him alive, ſhe ſnatched the cow] 
from the face of the murdered perſon ; 
when, almoſt petrified with horror, ſhe in- 
ſtantly recognized the features of the 

; ene Ravillon, 


66 This 
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This is the work of de Sevrac-!” ex- 
claimed the abbot, pale and trembhag. 
Sabina fell W on the bleeding "Oy 

401 —— nt end the 
abbot, as he gazed wildly on the ghaſtly 
features of Arnaud. A thundering knock- 
ing at the gate of the convent rouſed Ma- 
demoiſelle de Sevrac: one of the fathers 
flew to open it, and the ill-fated Marquis 
ruſhed into the chapel. E | 


6 Seize | him!” exclaimed - Palerma;; 


6 Seize the deteſted homicide!“ The 


Marquis reclined feebly againſt the wall. 
© I am more an object of pity, than of 
abhorrence !” ſaid he; while the blood, 

which guſhed from his boſom, diſcovered 
the occaſion, of his paleneſs. He ſunk on 
the pavement, before he had power to ex- 
plain the cauſe of his ſituation. The hu- 
mane Padre Evangeliſta knelt, and ſup- 
ported him: all pulſation ſeemed to ſubſide, 
his countenance every inſtant became more 
1 vol. 11, . livid 
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nid coc ghebly, and a desch- ike coldneſs 
o verſpread his whole frame» Sabina's de- 
/ _ - {pait was terrible in the extreme She wept 


and raved one moment gazing ! with hor- 
ror on the dead body of Arnaud, and the 
next enfolding the bleeding breaſt of her 
exhauſted father. The aſtoniſhed. monks 
ſtood round them, ſome. melted to pity, 
and others imploring the mercy of offended 
Heaven l The Marquis and Mademoiſelle 
de Sevrac were, ſoon aſter, conveyed into 
the abbot's apartment. The former had 
fainted, owing to. loſs of blood, which 
continued to ſtream from his breaſt : but 
the ſkill and aſſiduity of Padre Evange'iſta 
ſoon ſtopped its courſe ; de Sevrac in a few 
minutes ſhewed figns of returning ſenſation, 
and there were ſtill hopes that the wound, 
from its depth and — was not 
n Bis | 


The abit led Mademoiſelle de Sevrac 
to the fartheſt end of his apartment.— 
Nou n ſad he, ce the effect of your 

| | per- 


| NP" 
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perſvvering toſiſtanes i Hid-yoweormplied 
with my injunctions, Arnaud had nom been 
el living; and the Marquis guittleſs of mur - | 
der 1 ſtill piry your diftreſs,” though T 
condemn your want of faith when I fore - 


told the miſerĩes that would await you. 
The violence which neceſſity urged; and 
experienced wiſdom authorized, was meant 
to awaken your ſoul to a proper ſenſe of itt 
frailty. The event whick has taken place, 
and your rencontre with the two'villains 
beneath our walls, were not the effect of 
his contrivance. The unfortunate Arnaud 
meant you no evil: he would Have con- 
veyed you to the Chateau neuf, implored 
your father's interferenee, and, in his pre- 
{ence, offered you once more his hand i in 
holy, wedlock.” 


Sabina liſtened with amazement, not 
daring to diſbelieve the abbot, and yet 
unable to credit the whole of his afſertion. 
Palerma n 8 


% ec Iſce 


204. .AVBERY Dr SEVRAQ. 


et ſee that your mind is fill erroneouſly 


ſceptical; and, were it not in pity to your 
agonies, I ſhould venture to ſuggeſt a far- 


ther en e * terrible 3 | 
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47 Tell me all you Ante ” — Made- 
mois ale de Sevrac, eagerly: my cup of 
miſery is filled even to the very brink, 
and, alas! my heart is ſo charged with 
ſorrow, that it muſt break; therefore be 

brief, nor ſuffer me to die in ignorance!” 


22712 


. 


Fhe villain, whoſe confederates ſeized 
vou at the gates of our convent, was St. 
Clair,“ ' ſaid Palerma, with a malicious 
ſmile; < that falſe and daſtardly betrayer 
of your confidence; that monſter, who 
ſeeks your er 8 and . diſho- 
nour!“ 


cc St. Clair! 1 * Sabina with u a fault» 


tering voice: * then I am loſt for ever! — 
St. Chair the eee M4 
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At. (theſe! words? Monſieur de Sevracl | 
ſtarted wildly from tho couch; iwhither the! 
monks had conveyed him. L am the- 
murderer !! faid heir H et no mam bent: 
the guilt for which bam doomed to ſuffer !! 
I met the villain in a dark labyrinth 
about fifty [paces from the convent: We 
encountered each other; re ſtled hard 
in the conteſt, after he had wounded me, 
I wrenched a ſliletto from his hand, and 
* him. 1 2 08 rt h Molt! ici 


446 a” 111 | 


4 Whom * ſrieken Sailing. 
Nazans ad! 351.4470 woo νν¹⁰¹⁰L-d/, 
4 Alas! e ſaid the Marquis 
feebly. oF Waslit not Arnaud Ad bind 
7 911 10 818 901 5494 bob niex aged 
«-O! no!” exelaimed Sabina. Ab? 
lb my guide 1 ſaw him "falleloſe 
by the convent gate > he wreſtled noche 


had ns ftiketto “! "mo Ia bad 381 
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* Your visit was * Clair!“ ſaid the 


abbot —Mademoiſelle de Se vrac ſunk av 
re PN her 


p3o& nee se. 
her futhet's feet One of the monks, ho 
hatt been diſpatebed to the Chateau · neuf 
with an account of tlie dreadful events, at 
this mament entered ehe apartttient, With 
Madame de Sevrac and che Abbé Le Blanc. 
They ound the Marquis, pale and ex- 
bauſted, ſupporting his daughter againſt 
his boſom, which was ſtained with blood. 
He uns eo deeply occupied by the object 
of his anxiety, to obſerve heit approach, 
till Madame de Sevrac's mn 1 | 
| t ner 8 
Nele now counſeiled the (i 
family to make their eſcape, | before the 
| horrid event tranfpired. That a man had 
been wounded, near the gate of the con- 
vent, was already known, by Padre Evan- 
geliſta's having rung the alarm- bell, on 
heacing the cries of Sabina: but that de 
Sevrac had alſo confeſſed a murder, was 
Ml a ſecret. We will report, ſaid 
Palerma, „ that the Marquis was the 
woundecl perſon 75 At that he has-de- 
9 | parted 
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batte fen Bologan in (ſearch, of medical i 
aſſiſtanet · Miran time the body af Arnaud 
can be boried, and, ſhould St. Clait's be 
found enn b e- at, 
tributedtd banchittl. / 1 4 
KI fads ln 2 8; 016d] 2551 act FEY; 2 
- Though Mademoiſelle ds Seyrac could 
not aſcetrtain hom the Marquis Had, 
wounded, ſhe was well, convinced, by bis- 
ſtature, that the villain who murdered 
Atnabd was not St, Claire Of this the 

informed the Abbot; who from her report 
concluded, that the two ruffians who had 

attemꝑted to feize het, were hired by St. 
date for the accœompliſhment of his deſigns. 
and that the; Watching at à convenient di- 
ſtance in order to preyent, interruptian, 
encountered; the ee in * con- 
an eee Ard. rung EF; 


T4 
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| bs ether with / ro 9 
| diſpatched: to the next poſt-· houſe, to pro- 
cure mules; while, Madame de Sewrc 
haſtened to the Chateau- neuf, to pack up 

16G * 4. their 
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nt mitte wears? The diſträctec War- 


quis demanded to fes the corpſt of Arnaud: 
he s coðͤeted to! the chäpelʒ Where a 


ö few fdint [tapers glimmered round the life- 
leſs body. The wind howled over the 


turrets of the convent: the venerable fa- 
ed, as the frequent blaſts ſwept 
alls and De Sevrac's ſoul was 
a. Ad with horrorſ²yh?;h 
en od nis d it: et i 


The monk returned, and his report 


augmemed the probability of Palerma's 


ſuggeſtion. He had traced à track of 
blood, all the way to the valley: he had 


been informed, at the poſt - houſe, that 4 
carriage had paſſed foon after” midnight” 


with'two travellers; one of whom was de- 
ſperately wounded, Land, to all appear- 


ance, expiring. - The mules in à ſhort 


time arrived at the gate; and the tattered 
cabriolet was once more brought forth, to 


bear the unhappy family from their nn 
and romantic Rn 
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Day had juſt began to break, when they 
departed the. cold blue light of a wintry: 
morning gleamed on the diſcenſolate groups 
whoſe; poverty as now their-Jeal misfors . 
tune. De Sevrac, who hag. too N 
felt events which were rin ſome meaſure 

imaginary evils, now knew the anguiſh of 
4 real calamity: he conſiderecb tHuplglt aa 
the murderer, of St. Clair, anda knew that 
be muſt either bear a load: af confcipus 
miſery, or, by ſeeking 10 exte nuate his 
crime, expoſe himſelf. to the danger of an 
ignominious expiation, Mademoiſelle .de 
Sevrac's ſituation was no leſs unfortunate 
ſhe beheld, in her father, the deſttoyer of; 
chat being, wbom her heart bad long ta- 
citly confeſſed to love: ſhe pitied St. Clair, 
whoſe fatal. paſſion ſhe conſidered as the 
cauſe of his deſperate conduct; at the 
fame time that ſhe reproiched herſelf, for 
being the occaſion. of, all that had hap- 
ea Zu ive 15.6320 0 11 "AS +1746 


*. f 


MD EOF Y « $224.43 "AO 


They trarcled fads che med a 
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perpecnally deſcending; and often rugged, 
ti they arrived av Maſchere: here the 
Marquis, in compliance with Madame de 
Savrac's: entreaties, eonſented to ſtop. A 
ſurgodn being ſent for from Caffagiolo, 
che wound was enamined, and the Marquis 
pronounced to be in extreme danger. The 
fever; which bodily pain produced and 
conſeious agony augmented, raged with 
ſueh alarming violence, that it was thought 
impoſſible for him to continue his journey, 
without expeſing himſelf to the moſt im- 
minent peril. Madame de Sevrac's affec- 
tion ſeemed hourly to enereaſe: the forrows 
of her buſband doubly endeared him to 
her; and ſhe ſcarcely felt her own diſtteſ- 
ſes, while every moment was employed in 
wee — * the en | 


at Di 8 


20 be 0 of eden in which 4 


bud lived at Paris, afforded Madame de 


Sevrac:. no occaſion of evineing that do- 
meſtic fondneſs, which ſuſtains the heart 


1 with the ag of affliction, 


and 


eG eeadinoat 
opportunity to ſenerciſe ts cirtues, Her 
taſk was how to watch and to cenſole a he- 
loved. uni ſuſſering huſhand, under ſan ae 
oumu lutim of oforrows; which: the aſſid wi 
ties aß ſuch a Moman could alone fende 
ſupportablen He found in ber, the tan? 
dereſt companion, the gentleſt counſellor! 
te moſt diſintereſted friend! Her patient 
and untepining fpirit ſuſſained his forti⸗ 
tude, her hunibie ſubmiſſion to the chaſten · 
ing, frourge of -adverſity taugli him Philo- 
ſophy ;- while: the humility which | graced: 
her misfortunes without bending) her mind) 
to abject murmurs, by ſhewing her daubiy 
amiable, excited that emulation which: 
66 n misfortunes. 
D ann 
But de n had now an additional 
paug to ohentert. He bad the: ſtai of 
bloodiimprinted: on his mind the blood 
of one whe had preſerved his life, and il?“ 
lamined the gloom of eile with the con. 
ſolatury mile of ſciondſnip! he memory 
B v6: of 
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of his friend excited che moſt acute pangs 
of regret. De Sevrac would haue been 
happy to have aſcertained that the blow, 
which had ſo keenly: wrung his) ſoul, was! 


given by Sti lair.” There wonldchave been 


ſome ſmall degree of conſolation, bad he 
ſeen his adverſary on the fatal night, when 
he fell: he might then have dared him to 
# rencontre, which would have given the 
ſtamp of cuſtom, to the vengeance of in- 
ſulted honour. Theſe confiderations were 
rendered doubly painful, when the Marquis 
reflected on the ſtrong reaſons which con- 
firmed the paſſion of Mademoifelle de 


_ - Sevrac-for St. Clair; and the agony, which: 


conſcience inflicted, was augmented by the 


idea of rendering a darling child for ever 


unhappy. 


Iii ien tn r Hd mes 


: toe/tanbevie en aha they: 


lept on the nighit of their arrival, was but 
il; calculated for tha repoſe of an invalid; 
and the Abbe le Blanc was diſpatched in 
ſeareh of a more convenient lodging in the 
5 0 4 neigh» 
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neighbourhood. Alter, ſome, dee 
apartments were procured ãn an old farm. 

houſe on the road to Caffagiolo; and the 
Marquis, with his family, immediately 18 
paired thither. The ſimple maſber af the: 
manſion, received them kindly, and with, 
that- genuine 2 which hanke 


tended Monſieur de Sevracz refider inthe, 
neighbourhood, and the healthful air of! 
the ſituation Cen cel his- re- 
PAIR Vin 1 WT R327 LPR NY2933S 19:4 nf 
Veitch wie wore 
The oils diverſity; kickin was vi- 
fible from their ruſtic, habuation, which was 
ſituated on a gently ſloping upland, though 
it loſt much of its ſplendour by the devaſta - 
tions of winter, ſtil retained an awful and | 
touching ſublimity ! - Steep,,and irregular 
mauntains formed a grand outline of daxk 
and harren ridges; below which) the eye: 
could diſtinguiſh here and there, a ſcanty 
vegetation of firs, pines, and cedar.” Ons: 
approaching ſome: of the. - neareſt of thoſe + 
tremendous 


KO; 
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tremendous eminences,. the eule 
drafened with the din of reſiſtleſs tontents, 
tumbling in greeniſſ columns from the 
overhgnging ſummits, and rolling in 
fmaming currents along the valley. Some 
places were marked with bold and project. 
ing erags of black marble; others by per- 
pendicular ramparts of ſtrata, frequently 
tion of -guſhing ſprings; whoſe ſoutees 
were-inviſible. Theſe were diverſified by 
gentle acchvities, ſcattered over with'tufts- 
of fragrant herbage, affording food to the 

play ful capretta * and enlivening the (o- 

Htary -w ene ever 
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At eee eee art de Sum. 
family took poſſeſſion of their new aſylum. 
The Marquis was removed with difficulty, 
bis wound beeame painful in the extreme, 
and his- fever had enereaſed confiderably.. 
_ ner Which attended this mo- 
N | if?” 4 mne Me 5 
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vhen ſleep overpowered the ſeverity of his 
ſuffermgs, and afforded a gleam of nn 
as aer uuf vx u- Jehan 
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Madame de e * Sabina ebe. 


in his chamber. The ſurgeon: attended 


him till midnight, and, on departing, re- 
queſted that he might, as ſoon as it was: 
day, receive an account of the Marquis 
ſuation. The Abbé le Blanc nn 
20 en e dete wet HAR 
* 0 E 
Wenden e + body Mas 
demoiſe}le de Sevrac, almoſt exhauſted by 
affliction and fatigue, at the break of dan 
ſtole from the chamber, where the Mar- 
quis ſtitl ſlept, in order to eonvey the con- 
ſoling intelligence to the ſutgeon. Tho 
keenneſs of the morning air refreſhed herit 
after breathing the ſtagnant vapours of 
cloſe apartment, and ſhe was haſtening 
along the meadow which led to the valley, 
when, 


mentous criſis, awakened new apprehen 


— 
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when, by the pale glimpſe of day, ſhe 
abſerved-at ſome diſtance a ſlow m 2 
proceſſion moving towards her. ney. 
CEFM 302510 mein n. Pan 2 wi | 
An undeſeribable.: en Gian on 
every faculty. She had not been accuſ- 
tomed to wander alone at ſuch zan hour ; | 
the anxiety which ſhe felt for the Mar- 
quisꝰ's ſituation, had wholly, diveſted her 
mind of every apprehenſion; but the new 
object which now excited curioſity, while it 
becaſioned ſurprize by drawing her feelings 
from their original grief, and ſetting the 
ſprings of thought into new action, gave 
them energy which b eye their acute 
ſuſceptibility. a o 12 
D lo en toy nee ne il 
„She nary 6 fg pt no. . 
of mortal footſtep, accompanied the mov- 
ing cavalcade. It continued to advance; 
ſhe had not courage to proceed, but ſtep- 
ping aſide from the narrow pathway, with 
a en, boſom Nt its * 


* 4 
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In a: few' minutes the diſtinguiſhed font 
monks bearing a coffin. on their ſhoulders, y | 
while a fifth walled before them, caxtying 
a crucifix. The habit of their order Was 
black, they were bare ſooted; and their 
verierable aſpects ſeemed well ſuited ti their 
pious oceupation. Thie ſtill hour of twi- 
light; the awful grandeur of the ſurtound 
ing ſcenery, and the ſlow approach of the 
ſable group, which was now within fems 
paces of Mademoiſelle de Sevrao, im- 
preſſed her mind with a ſympathetic ſor- 
row, that melted her. to, Mars. They? 
paſſed without ſeeming to obſerve her, 
their eyes were bent upon the ground, and. 
their thoughts ſeemed intent on the feet et 
ing ſoul, whoſe mortal part they were 
_ to its laſt and e e Fl 
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She good for ſeveral nib; as if theo 
powers of motion wereatreſted: ſhe watched 
them, tillhj with a regular and ſolemn pace, 
they reached a cimeticre ®, near the fog. 


wy | N Burial ground. | 
rn 4 | | 4 of 
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of a) inivtvtaiy; Made sveiſelle de iSeurac 


gave a ſigł to the memory of the departed 
ſpirit; and, tapt in meditation, purſued ber 
way towards the valley. EA, IEA to N 3 half 36 

min} bai; bogs gaft] e 6 

As ſoon as ſhe had. andthe 
report of the Marquis's favourable fymp. 
totns;/ſhe-haſtenced homeward; her beart 
tkrobbing with hope and anxiety. -. As ſhe 
aſoended the meadow ſhe heard tha monks 
performing the laſt pious office which the 
emoncipated ſoul requires from thoſe who 
RY} linger in the mazes ob mortality! Tbe 
low deep murmur, mingled with the morn- 
ing breezes, and the waving rows of cy- 
preſs, wh ĩch encircled the conſecrated ſpot, 
ſsemed to encreaſe the melancholy ſound. 
Mademoiſelle de Sevtac ſtopped ſeveral 
times to liſten, till the awful ceremony was 
coneluded, and the moutnful train began 
to deſeend towards the valley. Again they 


paſſed; and again ſhe proceeded on her 


way. 8 1 | 
Io: 0 55 a 
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Juſt as ſhe reached the door, the ſun 
had riſen above the horizon, and the thin 
grey miſts which had lingered on the tops 
of the mountains, ' evaporated before its 
rays; the curling ſmoke aſcending from 
the chimney of every little cottage, the 
lowing cattle, the laborious peaſant, and 
the infant village tribes, proclaimed. the. 
ruſtic world awake; while the penſive 
mind of Mademoiſelle de Sevrac was oc» 
cupied by the precarious ſituation of the 
Marquis; the anticipated fears of filial af - 
ection; and the mournful e 
mne {44h 
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night, on the following day his fever 
abated, and his wound preſented the moſt 


_ favourable ſymptoms. Madame de Sevrac's | 


| heart beat with renovated hope, and her 
* countenance once more exhibited the placid 
ſmile of patient ſufferance. All the ills of 
life vaniſhed, before the fond ſolicitude 
which filled her boſom for the ſafety of a 
darling huſband ; and although her fitua- 


tion was replete with ſorrows, ſhe fancied 
4142 | k t that 
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that ĩt was not emen me he ſtill 
lived to ſhare tgemn. 


e The'firker reciprocity of affection which 
only the moſt exquiſite ſenſibility knows 
how to appreciate, taught the Marquis to 
value his exiſtence becauſe it was abſolutely 
neceſſary to the repoſe of Madame de Se- 
vrac; he endeavoured to ſtem the encreaſ- 
ing torrent of affliction; he was filent but 
not ſullen; the deep thought which ſome- 
times rapt his mind, was ſuddenly inter- 
rupted, by a kind and conſoling expreſ⸗- 
ſion of tenderneſs, - whenever her ſigh met 
bis ear, or her voice, charmed him from 
the ſenſe of anguiſh. But the melancholy 
which ſeemed to take root in Sabina's 
heart, which began to corrode the very 
ſprings of life, was viſible to every obſerver. 
Mourntul, ruminating, and fixed in one 
unvarying round of gloomy retcollections; 

the memory of St. Clair agonized her ſoul; 
while: Cale pang was LUI by the 
* 1e 43} ta, 2 | dxeadful 
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dtesdful idea char the ator of her being 
Was hows murderer of CIPRO 


( At this cloſe e of be tha NY its 
dawn had preſedted ſo ſolemn a /pefactr, 
Mademaiſeye de Sevrac, abſorbed in re- 
flection, wandered towards the lonely ſpot 
where many a departed villager had found 
a low, but peaceful grave ! So ſuited was 
her mind to fadneſs, that ſhe felt a melan- 
choly pleaſure as ſhe contemplated the 
ros of trees, which ſurrounded: the conſe- 
_ crated incloſure. It was at this moment, 
that Mademoiſelle de Sevrac beheld, with- 
out regret, the gaudy retroſpect of her 
early years: the peaſant's grave, though 
it diſplayed no trophies, no proud armoreal 
bearings, no laboured compoſition from 
the poet's pen; contained the unpolluted 
duſt of fample honeſty ! The breaſt which 
once beat in the ſwcet uniſon of ſympathy; 
the tongue which uttered the artleſs elo- 
quence of nature; and the heart that felt 
her touch, wherever the ſighs of calamity 
aſſailed 


uus DE SEYBAC- 1236 


aſſailed it Reflection then turned. to che 
lofty mauſoleum ; the inflatedilinet of falſe· 
hood; purchaſed by ill: gotten gold from 
venal pena, and mocking the ſenſeleſa clay 
| FN Pn Part 19 tiert 
Joornin a tt uh r HeHõ,—L-u eilt 


1th; | The. gate being open ſhe —— Aa 
ales walk which vas bordered wit h ey» 
pre ſs ; and, being tai ſed œonſiderably above 
the incloſed ground, formed a neat and 
ſunple terrace: it was covered with turf 
and moſs, which gave a deepened foletnni- 
ty to che (ſhadows of the overhanging 
branches: The ſcattered heaps of mould; 
pleaſingly though not proudly decorated 
every narrow. pallet; the indiſtin& ſound 
of a diſtant cataract, and the duſky ſhades 
of approaching twiligbt, 3 to ren- 
der the ſituat ion lngularly ſolemn. 


Ane 95 of this rultie ae M | 
demoiſelle de Sevrac took her ſeat, on u 
rude bench compoſed of woven branches, 
2 { and 
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and the moſs-growm roots of trees. A 
ſeene ſo: congenial to her feelings, a ſpot 
fo ſilent, and yet ſo ſecute, faſcinated her 
attention; and though the neighbouring 
mountains every moment aſſumed a deeper 
ſhade ; though the night air almoſt petri- 
fied her boſom, ſhe ſeemed attached to the 
lonely precin&s, by a ſecret ſympathy, 
which was ſcarcely to be conquered. 


Auen ern 1818 
She roſe to depart : twice ſhe raiſed the 
iatch of the little gate (which preſented a 
barrier to thoſe whoſe hearts were not 
gifted with ſenſibility, but which eaſily 
gave way to the feeling and contemplative 
wanderer) and as often did her feet turn 
to re · tread the ſolitary: path. It was not 
till ſhe had ſtrolled ſeveral times round the 
eimetière, that ſhe was ſtartled by the 
ſound of the gate opening. She ſtopped; 
and amidſt the thickening haze of twi- 

gbt that ſurrounded her, indiſtinctly ob- 
| ſerved à venerable monk; advancing; to- 
wards the centre of the incloſure. 
bas I eee 
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- He proceeded flowly till he came to the 
fide of a newly covered grave, which be 
ſeemed to examine with a more than ordi- 


nary degree of attention. He kneit, and 


having croſſed bis breaſt, with his hands 
carefully preſſed the mould on every ſide; 
plucked from its borders every wild and 
noxious weed, and ſtrewed it with branches 
of fragrant evergreens, which he had 
brought, in a little baſket with him. 


Mademoiſelle de Sevrac, ſcarcely daring 
to breathe, leſt ſhe ſhould diſturb: the 
Monk, watched him till he had finiſhed 
his pious employment; and was endea-/ 
vouring to ſteal away, unſeen; while he 
placed the laſt bough upon the grave. He 
role, ſhe ſtopped; the monk, advanced 
towards the gate; but looking back as if 
to recolle& whether he had performed his 
talk completely: his eyes, for the firſt 
time, met thoſe of Mademoiſelle: de 
Sevrac. $ 8 

vol. 11. 6G There 
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There was a ſqmetbing meokly and ten- 
derly reproachful in his countenance, while 
he glanced alternately at her, and at the 
grave which he had decorated: his eye 
ſeemed to indicate his fears, that, the 
branches which he had left there, might, 
through the inadvertency of youth, be 
diſplaced or ſcattered. Sabina walked 
ſlowly towards the gate; tbe anxious monk 
took a turn round the cimitiè te, evident ly 
loitering till her departure. Fearful of of— 
fending, and ſtrongly impreſſed with the 
ſcene ſhe had witneſſed, the paſſed the 
boundaries of the conſecrated ſpot, and 
was ſtrolling towards ne when the 
monk overtook her. 


4 Bless you, Lady ** aid the venerable 
man, as they divided the narrow path. 
Sabina thanked him for his -benediction, 
and they -proceeded, ſide een down 
the meadow. * a erte! 
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hr hers, air is cold,” aid the 
monk. "Of 4 G 

cc You did not ſeem to feel 1 . my 6802 
pious taſk,” ſaid Mademoiſelle de Sevrac. 
The monk bowed with modeſt and grate- 
ful humility, a faint murmur expreſſed 
what his heart felt; and Sabina, 3 
by his ee As continued * 


« A grave ſo aero the the 
pomp and vanity of ſculptured ſtone ! 
The fod which is moiſtened by religion's 
tear, cannot but be ſacred! Heaven knows 
how much it would ſweeten my bitter cup 
of anguiſh, were I but certain, that my 
aſhes would be graced with ſuch a monu- 
ment!“ | 
Alas! what grief ean penetrate" ſo 
young a boſom ?” cried the monk; *«Yours, 
Lady, is the ſpring of life; *tis in the 
winter of declining age, that the ſtorms of 

1 ſorrow 
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forrow pierce. the keeneſt. The blaſt 
blows doubly cold, through the fabric that 
is ſhattered by the hand of Time!“ 


6 Yet,” replied Sabina, © where the 
baſis was raiſed on virtue, even when it 
falls, it preſents a beautiful and ſplendid 
ruin, Perhaps the ſoul of him, on whoſe 
cold remains you have ſcattered ſuch (weet 
and verdant branches, looks down with 
pity on the weary traveller, whole ſympathy 
ſhall add a tear to grace them.“ 


„ He was a ſtranger ! * dad the Monk, 
ſighing. 


« A ſtranger ?” repeated Mademoiſelle 
de Sevrac. 


Ves, Lady;” anſwered the venerable 
father; „we never grudge the holy rites, 
to any; though our order is but poor: 
we have no treaſures, as ſome Convents 


have; our. ſmall fraternity devote the 


hours, 
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hours, which are not paſſed. in prayer, to 


viſiting and tending the ſick -peaſantry ; 
the ſtranger finds a welcome at_our gate, 
and ſeldom goes away unſatisfied. We de- 
corate the graves even of the. pooreſt beg- 


gars; and when the ſeaſon is more propi- 


tious, the faireſt flowers are ſprinkled on 


them. But the corpſe which you ſaw us 


bear this morning, was of no common 
clay.“ | 

« Are there then diſtinctions,” ſaid 
Sabina, „in this groſs and mortal com- 
pound; this frail and breathing manſion, 
which ſerves as a mere temporary dwelling 
for the immortal ſoul? Is it from colour, 


or from form, that the human being taxes 


precedence of his fellow? And has the 


outward ſhape, the power to poiſon or re- 
fine the : ethereal eſſence which animates 

the mind within? Where is the difference 
betwixt a bare-foot brother of your order, 


and the potentate, whoſe word can ſway 


the million, while his inſatiate ambition 
G 3 overruns- 
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de Sevrac. But the philanthropy of eu- 
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overrums whole kingdoms? except, that 
the former beneſits his Kindred, man; 


whom the latter MU in Lauwers | 


The Monk woke a at Made 
moiſelle de Sevrac. “ The cuſtoms of 
the world allow ſome claims to birth,“ 
faid he, and the nobles have ever been 


conſidered as the rulers of mankind. T 


e The ptejudices of the ignorant, and 
the ſubtility of the proud, may propagate 
ſuch an opinion;“ replied Mademoiſelle 


lightened minds muſt ſhrink from! ſuch 
ee doctrines.” . { 
{$6 You ated to Na with the con- 
fidence./ of experienced age, cried the 
Monk. <© Your knowledge of the world 
cannot enable you to ſpeak from practice, 


And precept will ſometimes miſlead the 


wiſeſt. What ſhould implant the ſeeds of 
We 2 breaſt ? 
S Eu» cc Thar, . 
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© That? teplied Sabin wi ich in- 
ſtructed you to bleſs che aſhes of & ſtranger. 
The love of human-kind! The inſtinctiet 
knowledge which begins to ſhoot in every 
boſon; and which _ the hos and 
baſe refuſe to cheriſh. 
The Monk beewded rapt "= wonder. 
It is more than thirty years,” ſaid he, 
ce fince 1 have been the inhabitant of our 
Convent: and I never yet have found 


fy vous a head with" ſaeh 8 ſtore of — 7 


reaſon P?. 


. Hor ſhould 708 Father, ”” replied 
Mademoiſele de Sevrac, „when you ne- 
ver ſeek to find one? Can the deep and 
unvarying glooms of felitude expand tlie 
intellectual maſs, or prepare the heart for 
new and exquifite delights? Can the rich 
bloſſom thrive where the ſuſi never ſhines? 
The eye of man, by long ſeeluſion froth: 


the beams of day, becomes familiar with - 


—— ſo dots the mid... 51301 + 
hn END The 
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The buſy world is full of ſorrow,” 
ſaid the Monk; © itis a ry path, the 
good By n! i 


1 And * — bad to Wendt it,” faid 


| Sabina ſmiling ; © Believe me, father, it 


is the duty of the wiſe and virtuous, to 
tread the dangerous maze, if only to A 
the ignorant and reform the vicious.” By 
this time they reached Mademoiſelle 
de Sevrac's bouſe, where the venerable re- 
clule beſtowed his alten ns hey 


parted. 


The Marquis's wound continued to 
mend; the Abbe Le Blanc watched by bis 


fide, the night paſſed propitiouſly and 
every {ſymptom ſeemed to wear the moſt 
favourable aſpect. De Sevrac cheriſhed 


the faint hope that his adverſary. though 
wounded- might ſtill live. The flattering 


idea ſuſtained his fortitude, while it tended 
in a great meaſure to accelerate his recovery. 
The reſentment which he had long cheriſh- 


ed 


CR a 
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ed againſt; St. Clair, originating in à nice 
ſenſe of honour, and growing hourly more 
inveterate from the idea thiat he had not an 
oppportunity of chaſtifing the man who. 
had inſulted him, was now appeaſeda and 
having obliterated the ſtain Which bis te- 
putation received, he thought no mote ot 
the injury which had imprinted it He 
often talked of the unfortunate St. Clair 
always with delicaey, and ſometimes witch 
e e % "Sh 
RA Sadie + 1815 
The weather was boiſterous, and towards 
morning; the rain fell in copious ſhowers. 
Mademoiſelle de Sevrac could not ſleep; 
ſhe thought perpetually of the Monk, and 
anticipated the vexatian which he would 
experience at finding his rude monument 
deſtroyed, by the violence of the wind and 
the beating of the ſhowers... As ſoon as day: 
began to dawn, ſhe roſe : the ſtorm was 
over; and, beforeiſhe had dreſſed herſelf, 
a glowing}. ralabow threw its - variegated: 
andiſſ Bendidacth from mountain to moun- 
G 5 tain, 


a) - 
& © * 


1 HUBERT: PB vage. 
tain, graſping within its ſublime concaye a 


diverſity of ſcenery, at once grand and pic- 
ö ture que. But Maemoifelle: de Sevrac's 
eyes re fafcinazed,.as ſoon as ſhe opened 
her *10dowz by an object till more pPow- 
extully. attractive; for ſhe beheld the ve- 
nevabie wonk haſtening towards the ſtran- 
ger's grave, with freſh branches to adorn 


735 the ſod — and an heart ready to confecrate 


them with a fervent benediction. 


Sabina, after making a ſhort viſit to the 
Marquis, ſtole out of his chamber, and 
proceeded towards the cimetiere, where ſhe 
found the monk employed as ſhe expected. 
He had alſo brought a ſmall croſs, nearly 
carved/by.his.brotherhood, which he placed 
near the heap of mould: it was fimilar to 
thoſe which, on En round, ſhe ob- 
* on r other. 


"Haviog newly Wan the grave, the- 
monk gathered up the branches which were 
. foiled and ſcattered: _ ſtorm, and co- 


TING vering 


wo#rt bi WEH. 35 


veriug klein Witt rü, el 150 BEES nſe- 
crated, Leer ke, aur" ks has 1 mu uſt 
mbotdeFto date" ang Pra a eke 
nE IND) F2 4458) 10 231330 
Every thing that the wo di 45 ebe rf 
wort! He * feemel to evince a heart 
richly ft died with" exquifte te and refined: 
feelings. Mãdemoôiſeſte de Sevrae contem - 
bin the venerable man with a mixture 
of pity a ald reſpect: Sie lamented that a 
being, i gifted with humanity, ſhould 
Fave paſfed a Tife of ſectulion, when, by 
the exercife of his virtues, he wih have 
bengteld "ind" Afarhfeq ſociety ; while” = 
ranked che meek and büreßitng fan 
Which could relinquiſh all "the® fc 227 11 
the pteaſates of he wort,” ahd} like'a freſh? 
and wholeſome evergreen, FE in the 
flinty boſom of a mounrain, a Jong, long. 
ſeries of revolving” Yeaſs; "while gay and 
gaudy weeds $, reared 1 in the her. bed o of lux- 
Ufos fle, Länkeck their 1 noxious beauties | 
for a day, and faded into duſt! Og LON PAY 
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\-> Mademoiſelle de Sevrac had thought ſo 
- much of the monk, fince ſhe firſt met him, 
that ſhe converſed with the caſe and con- 
fidence of an old acquaintance. After 
making. ſeveral turns round the cypreſs 
walk, they ſeated themſelves on the rude 
bench, and renewed the 9 of the 15 
ceding night's converſation.— 
" Tlamenred — my ned father,” | 
| faid Sabina, © when J heard the ſtorm to- 
wards day-break: I thought that its vio- 
lence would deftroy the verdant tomb 
which your hand had ſo neatly, woven; and 
Lalmoſt fancied that I could trace the drops 
| af rain, as they waſhed away the tear which 
your kind pity. had ſhed over the an 


1 5 


* Would to God E exclaimed the mank; 
laying his ſhrivelled hand upon his breaſt, 
e “,d to God! chat it could waſh the 
| Rain of blood from the ſoul ob this" mur- 

nn {2911597 5 N 
3 * — His 


1 


KUBERT DE SEYRAC. 133 


„ His muiderer!” repeated + Sabina, 
while her voice taultered, and her cheek 
turned pale with horror. 


60 We lady,” replied the —. « he 
periſhed: by the hand of an afſaſſin! Tra- 
velling through a wood, not far from 
Monte Carelli, only three nights ſince, he 


j 27 


was barbarouſly murdered ! 


Sabina fell ſenſeleſs in the arms of the 
aſtoniſhed monk. His conſternation was 
mixed with terror; for he believed, by the 
death - like palenefs of het features, that 
ſhe was dead. He gathered ſeveral boughs 
of cypreſs, and waving them over her face, 
ſprinkled it with the drops of rain, which 


ſtill trembled on every leaf: he knelt, he .._ 


prayed ; ſhe opened her faint eres, pad ba 
"eps like an infant. | 


rp „Lady i®look up?” ſaid” he. an 15 
father Franciſco; it is your poor old monk, 


uho entreats you to be Patient. Heaven 
. Z knows, 


voice. | 


+ 
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knows, he meant not to afflict a heart ſo 
tender!“ She raiſed” His trembüng band 
to her lips, and kiffed it. Let us quit 
this melancholy ſpot!” continued Fran- 
Efco. © Speak, gentle lady! conjure 
you, peak, and pardon wer“ nn 
Sabina looked wildly, PO 2 "_T 
and then at Franciſco. *© Who told you he 
was murdered : >» ſaid ſhe, _ a nous 


1 5 2182 19 1 81 id. 2 
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He was beg to tlie Aeg at 


OO replied the monk, nt ttfic⸗ 


night, wounded, and ebvere WR Vi6od': 
he was then ſpeechleſs, and {ooh uttetidied. 
The ſtranger, who conveyed” Hin- bitter, 
left a pürſe ot gold, to pay for his funeral 
rites; but we diſtributed it among the poor 


villagers, and gave him 6th benectictions, 


wakpyr accepting the grafuity. © 


Was tie young ““ ſaid Sai, "with 
encteaſed perturbation. | 


, © Lady, 
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© Lady, I cannot tell;” replied the 
monk, ** for his remains were ineloſed ix 

the coffin, before they were ſent to qꝗỹ 
convent. No one ſaw him, but the hoſteſs 
at the inn, who ſays that his companion, 
when he departed; charged her to ge him 
a decent burial, benen he vas er 
gen cteant * h eu 


* G "as 


ee de 8 was © 
afflicted to make any comment. She roſes: 
and leaning on Franciſco's arm, with tot- 
tering. ſteps proceeded towards the gate : 
the livid hue of death ſtole over her co 
tenance; when ſhe reached: the conſines of 
tbe cimetiẽre, ſhe turned, as i to take a 
laſt look at the grave; then, with a ſigw 
that agonized her. ſoul, hid her eyes: on 
Franciſco's ſhoulder, and ſuffered him to- 
lead her towards home, without utter ing & 
ſyllable. 11241354431 862011 g 
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During the day, ſhe was wholly filent : 
every moment that ſhe could ſteal from the 
2 kde 
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fide of the Marquis's bed, was employed 
in contemplating the boundaries of the 
cumetiere, Ihe dark and regular rows of 
cypreſs were viſible from her chamber, 
and the little gate, though a more minute, 
was a no leſs intereſting object. Often did 
ſhe aſcend to the Abbe Le Blanc's apart- 
ment, which commanded an extenſive 
view, in order to try if ſhe could ſee the 
grave of the murdered ſtranger, whom ſhe 
now concluded to have deen St. Clair. 
Her ſituation was terrible : ſhe was /fearful- 
of making minute enquiries, leſt it ſhould 
create) ſuſpicions, | and draw deſtruction on 
her - unfortunate father, ftom whom ſhe 
felt the neceſfity of keeping her diſcovery 
a ſecret. She had often heard him expreſs. 
his hopes that St. Clair ſtill lived; and ſhe 
knew that the certainty of his death would 
prove fatal to Monſieur de Sevrac, in his 
ae precarious ſi tuation. 


_ CHAP. VI. 


« As love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, 
Love only, feels the marvellous of pain; 

«© Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, N 

And wakes the nerve where agonies are born.” 


bc 
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A Varrery of events, rapidly 258 
ing each other, ſtrongly tended to enlighten 
and expand the mind of Mademqaiſelle de 
Sevrac. Educated under the ſombre ſhade 
of ſuperſtition, and in her childhood, when 
the mental faculties are ſcarcely ſeaſoned 
to reſiſt the diſtorted impreſſions of ex- 
roneous opinions, hourly blinded by the 
leſſons of a bigot, ſhe had yielded ito their 
influence; and the pernicious tenets of her 
bonne gouvernante were by her deemed in- 
fallible. But the path of Adverſity leads 
to the abode of Truth: all the deluſions 
of life vaniſh as we approach the threſhold, 

where 
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where Philoſophy repoſes, and ſmiles at 
the diftant chaos of folly and ſuperſtition. 
I be inſtability of worldly ſplendour had 
been aſcertained, by the exile of the Mar. 
quis and his family. The virtues, which 
are ſometitnes to be found in the humbleſt 
claſs of mankind, were'exetnplified by the 
jailor, Latour, and the peaſant, Giovanni; 
the oſtentation and inſolence of wealth 
were evident in Rawillon; and the bypo- 
criiy which infults religiod, glared through 
the maſk of ſanctity worn By tlie Abbot 
Palerma. Mademoiſelle de Sevfac, having 
always lived in a circle; where, to. ſeen, 
and not to 32, was the taſe of univerſal 
labour, fancied that the art of pleaſing 
was more uſeful than the toil of thinking; 
and the ſmile of an approving multitude 
more gratifying, than the ſober commen- 
dation of conſcious integrity ! but when 
the tongue of flattery was filenced by her 
change of ſituation, the voice of Truth 
begins to faſtinare her ear; and as the co- 
lw ce lour 


jour of her fortune aſſumed a darker ſhades 
the light of intellect expanded f till her 
| ſenſes, no longer dazzled by falſe fplew 
dour, received impreſſibns, leſs gaudy, but 
more diſtinct and FANS: 


 Madeinoiſetle: de gew, beg p 
greſſively contemplated characters ſo oh- 
poſite; began to look with doubt and fub- 
picion on every object that approached her. 
Having in her infancy believed too much, 
_ ſhe could now with difficulty be induced to 
have faith in any thing. The extreme of 
eredulity is generally ſucceeded by the 
moſt obſtinate ſcepticiſmm; while the happy 
and confoling medium is only to be ex- 
plored, by the united powers of reaſon ant 
experience. The outline of human virtue 
is eaſily delineated: Humanity inſpires the 
heart to throb with pity, and to dilate with 
juſtice, towards our fellow creatures; while 
Inſtinct, Hope and Nature, every thing 
we feel, and every thing we contemplate, 
inſtruct the ſoul to worſhip: the Divinity! 
1, —All 
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plan of forcing her from her parents, —if 
ER . he 
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All the leſſons of experience; all the 
treaſured lore of ſchools; all the labours 
of pedantry, and all the craft of prieſthood, 
can teach no more | 


The vacuum which ſuperſtition had leſt 
in Sabina's mind, before it had time to 
welcome a ſubſtitute which ſhould be the 


offspring of reaſon and reflection, was 


wholly occupied by her mournful and 


hopeleſs regret, for the loſs of St. Clair, 


She refigned her ſoul to melancholy, 


and reſolved to devote the remainder of 
her days to the memory of his virtues, 


The ſuggeſtion of Palerma wore too many 


traits of probability, to afford a ſingle hope 
that it was erroneous. St. Clair had parted 
from Mademoiſelle de Sevrac in a ſtate of 


extreme agony: he had proved, for Love 
is wonderfully keen ſighted, by every look 


and action during his reſidence at the Cha- 
teau- neuf, that ſhe was the object of his 


affections. If he meditated the deſperate 
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he ſought to ſever thoſe links which form 
the pleaſing chain of ſocial life, Sabina 
fil} conſidered herſelf as the cauſe of thoſe 
effects; and he had, by the forfeiture of 
his exiſtence, expiated the enormity of his 
conduct. She had taught herſelf to believe. 
St, Clair the moſt perfect of mortals ; ſhe 
found that the human heart is not infal- 
lible ; and, while ſhe. piticd: the frailty of 
the man, ſhe could not forbear to lament 
the raſhneſs of the lover. 


Mademoiſelle de Sevrac, whenever a 
gleam of reflection pervaded her mind, ta- 
citly confeſſed, that were St. Clair ſtill 
alive, his conduct would be unpardonable. 
But the tenderneſs, which was cheriſhed by 
regret, could not refuſe that pity, which 
would no longer be dangerous. She could 
mourn for him dead, though ſhe could not 
have pardoned him living; for we ſeldom - 
have reſolution to condemn a beloved ob- 
ject, whoſe errors ſeek to hide themſelves 
in the oblivion of the grave! 
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-eath,” was removed by the death of the 


aſſault which the Marquis received in the 
wood, near the Chateau- neuf; the ſuppoſed 


and abuſed her reaſon, at the convent; and 


mouth of the Abbot Palerma. 
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The remorſe which had long weighed 
heavily-on her conſcience, reſpecting her 


younger: Ravillon. - She now believed him 
to have been the perſon who had compelled 
her to make it, and who dropped the letter, 
which St. Clair had found at Montnoir. 
She alſo attributed to his perſecution, the 


miracles, which excited her conſternation, 


the propoſal, which, concealed under the 
maſk of holy admonition, came from the 
Her con- 
ſcience being exonerated, ſhe was ſo com- 
pletely aſhamed of her former weakneſs, 
that ſhe had not reſolution to make the 
Marquis acquainted with the fecret ; and 
ſuppoſing, by Arnaud's death, that all 
danger was at an end, the thought it un- 
neceſſary to incur her father's — 
or\ſtigmatize PR ee. 4 


r : The 
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The Marquis's health continued to im- 
prove daily: his ſtrength began to return, 
his wound healed rapidly, and his thoughts 
ſettled into a calm and penſive mood, ap- 
parently the reſult of that philoſophy which 
is the offspring of experience. The Abbé 
Le Blanc, whoſe wiſdom was equal to his 
virtue, failed not to conſole de Sevrac's 
mind with the reiterated leſſons of hope 
and ſubmiſſion. A few books, hieb; they 
borrowed . from the neighbouring monaſ- 
tery, and the converfations which naturally 
oecurred on political ſubjects, united to 
pals away their long wintry Evenings, till 
the Marquis ſhould once more be in 4 
ſituation to travel. * 
The only perſon who frequently abſented 

herſelf from the little circle, was Made- 
moiſelle de Sevrac. At the break of day, 
ſhe never failed to quit her chamber, and 
to wander, no one. knew Wwhither. The 


Marquis ſometimes queſtioned ber on the 
"wy but ſhe: aſſured him, that ſhe al- 


ways 
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ways ſtrolled within fight of home, and 
that ſhe found her mind confiderably re- 
| lieved by her excurſions. He once prefled 
ber to ſay how ſhe paſſed her time when ab. 


ſent. Tou take no books, ſaid the 
Marquis; © and the ravages of winter muſt 
preſent a dreary ſameneſs, little calculated 


to pleaſe a youthſul mind. Why do you 
feed your thoughts with melancholy ſcenes? 
Perhaps the returning ſpring will afford 


ſome change of political events, which will 


combine with Nature's ſmiles to animate 


your heart, and to wean it from the me- 
mory of objects, which ought not to in- 
fluence its t Mi 


« — '” replied Sabina, burſting into 
tears. Wore? 


an +1, 


1.4 . is n cried the Mar: 
- quis, where the obgect that excited it, 
was uunel A. 


5 


f « And — is that, which can only de- 
rive 
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rive happineſs from the miſery of millions? 
Is it virtue?“ ſaid Mademoiſelle de _ 
The qe uo was Dam | 
60 „de me, ſir, b estie sed Sabina, 
« [with mot to offend you! But, if you 
will put queſtions to the heart, you cannot 
wonder if that heart will anſwer you.“ 


I can trace your thoughts, through 
al their varying mazes,” ſaid the Marquis; 
and though 1 can admire philanthropy, 
I can ſigh when I contemplate a ſcene of 


| perſecution : I can ſicken at beholding tors 


rents of human blood; and can ſhudder 
with horror, when 1 hear the groans of 
dying victims.” 


„ Anguiſh the moſt acute, is preferable 
to lingering miſery,” replied Mademoiſelle 
de Sevrac. The perſecution to which you 
allude, is neither new nor augmented. The 
curtain which has long concealed the ſcene, 
is raiſed ; and the axe of vengeance ſuc- 
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ceeds the n d * dungeon! No 
more!“ RN 


But 3 ſhall Juſtice exerciſe her 
function, while the laws continue to be 
violated and broken?“ ſaid de Sevrac. 


6 Laws, that owned no code, but in 
the boſom of a deſpot, were the mere 
mockery of freedom,” anſwered Sabina. 
% Time was, when the few. were happy, 
and the million wretched ! when virtue, 
valour, genius, and humanity, bowed at 
the foot-ſtool of ignorance and pride 

when palaces rung with feſtivity, and dun- 

geons groaned with victims! when folly 
feaſted to ſat ety, and honeſt labour ſtarved! 

+ Malice or caprice, then, had power to 
ſcourge the ſuffering multitude, or awe 
them into filence. Who could redreſs 
—— throne was * by the 


Ps . Medemoiſclle de Ria ſuddenly 
ſtopped. 
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flopped. The Marquis ſeemed too ſenſibly 
penetrated by what the ſaid, to admit of 
her proceeding. * She 'tenderly embraced 
him.—“ Sabina,” ſaid he, after a mo- 
ment's ſtruggle, © your reproof is juſt. 1 
had no right to ſcrutinize your heart. I 
ought to have known that it is incapable of 
fallhood.” — The Abbe Le Blanc Joined. 
them, and the converſation e 


The grave of the murdered ſtranger, 
though the object of Mademoiſelle de 
Sevrac's thoughts ſleeping and awake, bad 
never been the theme of her converſation. 
She knew that the Marquis flattered himſelf 
with the hope that St. Clair was ſtill living, 
and cautioufly avoided making any diſco- 
very that migut aGepriye, bim Q ſo lender s | 
conſolation, * : 


Molds de Sevrac, in leſs ill a kd; 
recovered ſufficiently to leave his chamber, 
and to accompany his daughter in her rural 
walks; while the Abbe Le Blanc purſued 
R | 1 2 his 
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ſtudies, and Madame de Sevrac arranged 


' the. domeſtic concerns, or prepared the 


evening recreations. Sabina had apprized 


_ Franciſco of the Marquis's recovery, and 


had- pt iſa that, in caſe they ſhould 
meet, he would not mention the murder, 


. ſhould affect his ſenſibility too much; 
he having been alſo wounded in a ſimilar 


manner. 


This precaution, which was too weak 
and childiſh, not to excite ſuſpicion, was 
ne vertheleſs obſerved by Franciſco, whoſe 


penetration was ſanctioned by ſelf- love, in 


what he believed to be the true ſtate of cir- 
cumſtances. He imagined, from the rank 
and deportment of the Marquis, the gentle 
and amiable manners of Madame de Sevrac, 
the virtues of the Abbe Le Blanc, and the 
agitation of Sabina when he firſt met her at 
the, Cimetiere, that it was an affair of ho- 
nour; in which the lover had fallen a 
victim, to the reſentment of the parent. 
Theſe opinions. were ſtrengthened by the 


zid io wounded 
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Founded ſtranger's having been conveyed 
to the auberge by a friend; whom Francrico 
concluded to be a ſecond in the rencontre. 
Events of this kind frequently taking place 

on the borders of Tuſcany, the venerable 
monk conſidered the matter as irreparable, 
and only lamented its cauſe as a neceſſary 
evil. Duelling was one of thoſe problema- 
tical points, which the ſolitary Franciſco 
was not prepared to examine: for, con- 
ſcious that he ſhould not ſcek to offend, 
he had never meditated on the propriety, 
or impropriety, of ſhedding; the blood of 
an aggreſſor. 


It was at the cloſe of a clear and beautiful 
winter's day, that the Marquis and Sabina 
were returning home, when, as they paſſed 
the Cimetiere, the neatneſs and ſolemnity 
of the place attracted de Sevrac's notice. 
He ſtopped abruptly, and turning out of 
the path, which wound towards the valley, 
inſtantly entered that which led to Wen con 


ſecrated incloſure. 
"MAS Abd 


bouring precipice. 
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As he opened the little gate, the ſum, 
juſt fioking bebind a diſtant mountain, 


reflected its laſt rays on the melancholy 


ſpot 15 The graſs was glittering with dew; 


and the broad boughs of ſurrounding cy- 


pteſs were gently waved, by the cold 
breezes that deſcended to the valley. The 


only ſounds that interrupted the ſacred ſoli- 


tude, were the feeble vibrations of a bell, 


which rang for veſpers at the adjacent con- 
vent; and the indiſtinet murmur of a cata» 
ract, which perpetually fell from a el 


* 
9 1 . 
- 


H The whole of the N 5 was ſoothing and 


romantic! But there was, one object which 
immediately caught de Sevrac's eyes. It 
was more adorned than every other: it was 
ſtrown with freſher, greener branches, and 


- encircled with ſmall twigs of ofier ; which, 


bending over it, formed a woven Canopy, 


to pre vent the flips of evergreen being ſcat- 
_ tered. by the wind. It was the grave of 


the murdered ſtranger. N 
| Made moiſelle 
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Mademoiſelle de Sevrac trembled as they 
walked towards it. Her eyes were turned 
from the rude monument, which ſhe had 
daily ſtrewed with roſemary and myrtle, 
and fixed intently on the features of the 
Marquis. He glanced lightly over the 
frequent heaps of mould, till he came to 
that, which Sabina moſt wiſhed him to 
avoid: there he ſtopped. The ſenſations 
of her mind at that moment were terrible! 
Fancy pictured the pale and mangled 
boſom; the ghaſtly and ſhrunk viſage; 
the once warm and throbbing heart; which 
now mouldered, only ſeparated from them- 
by a thin ſpace. of earth, unconſcious of 
their viſit. They had ſtood for ſome time, 
the Marquis's eyes riveted on the grave, 
when he broke the ſilence:— 


* How ſingularly, how neatly is this 
grave decorated!“ ſaid de Sevrac with. a 
ſigh, „“ The ſpirit, whoſe duſt fleeps be- 
neath this fragrant canopy, cannot but be 
grateful for the trophies which ſympathy 

1 4 has 


1 
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has ſeatiered fo profuſely. This is, per- 
+ haps, the reſting-place of a fond parent; 
or a darling child, whoſe filiat affection is 
aided by the approving boſom of nature! 
Perhaps theſe verdant offerings were 
ſprinkled with tears of unavailing ſorrow. 
Poor emblems! you will for a time, be 
freſh and fragrant, but you will fade, like 
the cold reliques you adorn!” 


Mademoiſelle de Sevrac turned aſide, to 
conceal a tear which ſtole down her cheek. 
The Marquis, who was too deeply rapt in 
meditation to obſerve it, continued— 


Peace be to thy ſoul, whatever thou 
haſt been ! whether thy days were winged 
with joy, or darkened by affliction ! whe- 
ther thy early bloom of life, was blaſted ; 
or thy thorny wreath of care, ftorm- 
drenched by adverſity, bowed to the duſt 
with age! Thou halt a ſweet grave, to 
grace thy poor remains! thou haſt not died 
unlamented ! there lives ſome kind and 
gentle 


* 
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gentle being, who watebes over thyraſhes, 
and haunts thy narrow cell, with unre mit 
ting tenderneſs !” | * And 
As De Sevrac ſpoke, the crimſon light 
of the ſetting ſun ſoftened into. a leſs glows 
ing luſtre; and, before he had time to 
make another comment, it had catirely 
faded from the landſcape. F 


© So is it, with proſperity !? ſaid*the - 
Marquis. “ It gleams on us for a mo- 
ment; and, when it fades, leaves nothing 
but a ſource for gloomy meditation, Oh! 
peaceſul, filent grave! thy cold inhabitant 
feels not the pangs of ſenſibility! The 
ſtorm howls over thee, but he bears it not! 
The ſun- beams gild thy borders, and the 
unwholſome deus of night ſprinkle thy 
turf; yet, they excite no joy, they mes 
nace no evil !” 6774 


Let us return home!“ ſaid Mademoi- 


{elle de Sevrac with a faultering- voice. 
Hs *The 
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ec The evening air is keen, and the miſts 
are an deſcending from the moun- 
tains.“ dt 


4 For thy fake, my love, I will-depart,” 
- replied the Marquis, taking Sabina's hand, 
and turning from the grave; yet, I think 
that I could ſtay here for-ever!” — He 
pauſed a moment Yes, for- ever!“ 


At this moment Franciſco entered the 
cimeticre, and haſtened towards them. 
| « Bleſs you!“ cried the venerable man. 

The Marquis bowed-with ref pect and com- 
placency. After a ſhort interval, Monſieur 
de Sevrac addreſſed the monk : Father, 
ſaid he, I have been contemplating this 
- neat and. fimple grave! The pains that 
have been taken to ſhield it from the incle- 


mency of winter, excite my curioſity.— 


What was the perſon, to whoſe memory 

this little tomb is conſecrated ?” 

He was a traveller,” replied Franciſco. 
. 5 Made- 
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Mademoiſelle de Sevrac was alarmed and 
agitated. She knew that the monk would 
ſhrink from the idea of uttering a falſhood ; 
and ſhe trembled at the Marquis's inquiſi- 
tive curioſity, He continued. 


«. And' how comes it, that his grave is 
more decorated than every other?“ 


* ſtranger adorned it, before ſun- 
riſe,” replied Franciſco. . 

e A relation?“ enquired Monſieur de 
Sevrac. 


60 Not that J know of,” anſwered the 
monk. 


0 What motive could a ſtranger affign; 
for ſuch attention?“ 


«. Pity,” replied Franciſco... 


«-t. js. ſingular,” faid the Marquis, . 
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te that pity ſhould take ſuch pains. for a 
perſon unknown!!! 


46. Tn the buſy world, it may be fo,” 
replied the monk; “ but with us, who 
live in mountain ſolitudes, nothing 1s more 
common. Pity, Signor, 1s the child of 
nature! and when the phantom which at- 
ſumes her title, denies a tear to the ſad and 
perſecuted wanderer, the impoſter is diſco- 
vered ; and, beneath the ſpecious yeil of 
pity, we behold the monſter, oſtentation.“ 


Monſieur de Sevrac, though he liſtened 
carneſtly to Franciſco's ſentiments, ſtill 
bent his eyes upon the ground. 


*- A ſtranger's grave!“ ſaid he; © and 
ſo honoured by a ſtranger ! Tis very fin- 
gular! Of what country was the deceaſed? 
What was his rank in ſociety ?” 


I never ſought to know, replied F ran- 
"ciſco. I had not power to preſerve his 
mw” life, 
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life, . or means to celebrate his memory 


after death. I could not ſerve him, and 


he never injured me; what right then ha 
I, to pry into his ſtory? It is a bale and 

barbarous curioſity, that probes the wound, 
which it has not {kill to heal“ | 


This keen reproof ſilenced the Marquis, 
and relieved Mademoiſelle de Sevrac: from 
the moſt painful anxiety. As they took 
leave of Franciſco, ** I will ſee you early 
in the morning,” ſaid de Sevrac. They 
parted. | 


Sabina, as ſoon as ſhe could find an op- 
portunity, ſtole from her domeſtic circle, 
and haſtened to find Franciſco. She plainly 
perceived that the Marquis's mind was 
ſtrongly tinctured with ſuſpicion , and ſhe 
apprehended that the certitude of St. Clair's 


death would nearly annihilate him. That x 


the monk's conſcientious integrity would 
be equal to De Sevrac's penetration, was 
unqueſtionable: the one was not to be 

| | bribed, 
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| bribed, or the other hood- winked. Alarm-. 
ed,. afflicted, trembling, yet almoſt deſpe- 
rate, ſhe 8 towards the convent of. 
| Franciſco.—It was fituated not far from: 
the cimetiere, . at the foot of a mountain, 
where its ſmall beliry was almoſt concealed' 
by a thick grove of firs, and its wicket 
ever open to the paſling traveller. Its low 
roof was nearly covered with ivy, and be- 
fore its threſhold a ſhallow brook flowed. 
with a melancholy ſound. Beneath its gothic 
porch, a ſpacious-ſeat invited the weary to 
ſhelter, and to reſt; while the woven: 
branches of vine, which covered the walls,. 
promiſed a repaſt, refreſhing, though not: 
ſumptuous.. 


As ſhe entered the folitary abode, ſhe 
ould not help contraſting it with the ſpa- 
cious and lofty habitation of the Abbot: 
Palerma. She proceeded through a dark. 
paſſage which led to the refeFoire, where 
a long oak table was ſpread with the even- 
_ Ing's meal. It was compoſed of grapes, 

44 broyn 
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brown breed, and water from the brook 
which flowed before the entrance of the 
Convent. No (blazing hearth enlivened 
the gloomy apartment ; no brilliant tapers- 
diſplayed the ſcanty meal. One little lamp 
ſhed its blue light over the table; and the 
ſpacious chimney was decently arranged 
with boughs of miſtletoe and holly. | 


Mademoiſelle de Sevrac ſtood ſeveral 
minutes contemplating the ſurrounding 
objects. How different was the refectoire 
of the mountain monaſtery, from the 
ſplendid :halls and luxurious banquets of 
Verſailles! The contraſt gave birth to a 
thouſand melancholy ideas, till ſhe was 
touſed from her reverie, by the voices of 
the monks in the adjoining chapel, which 
was ſimple and gothic; a plain crucifix 
being its only decoration. 


She-approached the door, and liſtened; 
The fraternity was compoſed of ten monks, . 
all venerable men. Franciſco - obſerving; 
2. Mademoiſelle 


= 
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Mademoiſelle de Sevrac, ſent one of the 
brotherhood to requeſt that ſhe would 
wait. We are performing maſs for the 
ſoul of the murdered traveller,” ſaid he. 
&« Franciſco will ſoon be at leiſure to at- 
tend you, Lady.” Sabina ſunk on her 
knees at the threſhold of the chapel, and 
never was devotion more pure than that 
which ſhe felt at this awful momenr. 
The eternal repoſe of St. Clair, was the 
object of her interceſſions; and her. zeal 
was only to be equalled by her ſorrow. . 


- Franciſco, at the concluſion of maſs haſ- 
tened towards Sabina. He found her 
| bathed in tears and exhauſted with af. 

fliction. He raiſed her from the ground 
with a reſpectful tenderneſs : © Lady,” ſaid 
he, © this is unſeemly ſorrow. The. foul 
of him, whom you lament, I truſt, is with 
the bleſt. He who ſhed his blood, what- 
ever was the cauſe, is moſt an object of our 
pity. | Pray for his repentance, Lady; but 
weep no more for the ill-tated ſtranger. So 
; 5 cut 
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cut off in the plenitude of mortal frailty, 


Heaven will be mild in judgment!“ 


Oh! he is happy!” cried Sabina, © at. 
leaſt I hope he is, for he deſerved to be. 


” 


ſo. 


ce You knew him then!“ ſaid Francifco 


ſtarting. Mademoiſelle de Sevrac was 
orerwhelmed with contuſion. | 


« He was your lover ?”— continued the 
Monk. | = «rH 


Sabina ſhrieked ! and bathing Fran- 
ciſco's hands with tears yielded to the an- 
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guiſh of ungovernable ſorrow: Be ſecret. 


laid ſhe, © I conjure you to be ſecret. In 
a few 1 ſhall depart; I ſhall intrude. 


on you no more. But if your heart can 
guels, the cauſe of my diſtraction, Oh! 


guard his dear remains ; ; watch, that no. 


facrilegious hand diſturb his aſhes. I ſhalt 


kt long ſurvi ive him: and when I leave 
this 
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moiſelle de Sevrac haſtening before ſun- 
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this world of ſorrow, my laft requeſt ſhall 
be, to ſleep in the ſame grave. Then, my 


good Franciſco! you will know my melan- 


choly ſtory. I will leave it, written for 
you: It will penetrate your heart, and you 
will often wander. near my ſolitary bed to 
drop a tear of pity !” | 


'The venerable Monk was ſubdued by 
the power of ſympathy, He led her to 
the porch ; he begged permiſſion to attend 
her, but ſhe refuſed his offer. Alas! 


' Franciſco !” ſaid Mademoiſelle de Sevric, 


A being ſo unfortunate cannot have any 
thing to fear! © She was not far diftant 


from home; therefore, as it grew late, 
after again enjoining the Monk to ſecrecy, 


ſhe quitted the monaſtery, and proceeded 
thither. LIES 


Franciſco was now convinced in his own 
mind, that all his conjectures were well 
founded. He had daily obſerved Made- 


rife. 
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riſe to the cimetiere ; but he had never at- 
tempted to interrupt her ; ſhe had minute- 
ly followed his example, reſpecting the 
faded branches; and thoſe which ſhe newly 
ſcattered on the turf, were as regularly 
blefled, by the pious and benevolent 


Franciſco, 


CHAP, 


dame de Sevrac, which was no. longer to 
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CHAP. VII. 


Wide o'er the brim, with many a torrent ſwell'd, 
«© And the mix'd ruin of its banks o'erſpread,. 
At laſt the rous'd-up river pours along: 
« Reſiſtleſs, roaring, dreadful, down it comes, 
% From the rude mountain and the moſſy wild, 
« 'Tumbling thro* rocks abrupt, and ſounding far“ 
THOMSON, 


Tarr night was ſtormy, the wind howled 
from the mountains, and the ſwollen tor- 
Tents ruſhed with impetuoſity towards the 
valley. Mademoiſelle de Sevrac had 
quitted the Convent an hour after the 
cloſe of day; and at midnight, no tidings 
of her, had reached her family : the Abbe 
Le Blanc by various excuſes had amuſed 
the Marquis, who concluded that ſhe was 
in her chamber; till the anxiety of Ma- 


be 
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be concealed, rouſed him to demand an 
explanation. 


With a degree of affliftion, bordering 
on deſpair, Madame de Sevrac unfolded 
the alarming intelligence. A meſſenger 
had been diſpatched to the Convent, ano-. 
ther to the village in the valley, and a 
third to the great road leading toCaffagiolo. | 

But their reſearches proved fruitleſs ; ſhe 
had neither been ſeen nor heard of, and the 
reſult of their enquiries only tended to en- 
creaſe the apprehenfions of the whole fa- 
mily. The ſudden ſtorm had augmented 
the cataracts to ſo dreadful a degree, that 
they had overflowed many parts of the 
country, and in their irreſiſtible force had 
borne every thing before them. 


Monſieur de Goren: was wild with af. 
fliction: he concluded that Sabina had loſt 
her way, and in the elemental ſtrife, had 
periſhed. He fancied that he beheld her 


&ruggling with the foaming waters ; or, 
faint 
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fuint and exhauſted, engulphed by their 
overwhelming eddies; and he reproached 
himſelf for that too eaſy acquieſcence, 
which had permitted her to wander ſo often 
unprotected. The Abbé Le Blanc, with a 
peaſant, again traverſed the road that led to 
the valley: none of the villagers could 
give any account of her; for few had 
quitted their habitations, to brave the vio- 
tence of the tempeſt. 


The fhrill blaſts continued to yell over 


the mountains; the rain beat hard; and 
the reſiſtlefs torrents roared over their lofty 
barriers. So terrible a night had never 
been remembered by the peaſantry. S0 
agonizing a ſituation had never been ex- 
perienced by the Marquis and his two re- 
maining companions. 


Madame de Sevrac had wept, till the 


fountain of grief was exhauſted, and her 


anguiſh, at length, became unutterable. 


Fime ſtealing on, and the tempeſt con- 


continuing 
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tinuing to howl, with unabating force, 
Monſieur de Sevrac, who had been de- 
tained by the entreaties of the Abbe. Le 
Blanc, determined to ſeek after Sabina, to 
find her, or to return no more! The 
frenzy of a fond parent's heart, ſpurns the aid 
of reflection; occupied by the miſery of re- 
gret, for the object torn from him, he believes 
that all the conſolations of life excluſively 
centred in its exiſtence. He looks witk 
indifference, if not with diſguſt, on every 
diſtant proſpect; and cheriſhes no idea, 
that is not connected with the memory of 
the treaſure he has loſt. 


Monſieur de Sevrac, having obtained a 
lantern from one of the meſſengers who had 
juſt returned from the Convent, ruſhed 
forth like one deprived of reaſon, and re- 
ſolved to brave the fury of the elements till 
the returning dawn ſhould ſeal his deſtiny, 


or reſtore to his boſom the ſolace of his | 
misfortunes. 


The 


E 1 4 
. 
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The firſt place he flew to, was the abode 
of Franciſco. The poor, but pious monks, 
were at prayers in their little chapel : their 
door was unbarred, for, in ſuch a night, they 
had no inclination to cloſe it againſt the 
wretched. Monſieur de Sevrac was not 
heard till he preſented himſelf before them, 
His countenance was wild and ghaſtly ! 
The rain had drenched him, the wind had 
diſhevelled his hair, and the anguiſh of 
his ſoul gave him the nn of a 
maniac. 


Franciſco haſtened towards the Marquis, 
who, for ſome time, had not reſolution to 
ſpeak. He gazed around him with inqui- 
ſitive horror! and after an agonizing 
ſtruggle exclaimed in broken accents— | 


” ey child! my child!“ 


c What of her?” ſaid the terrified 
Monk. ls ſhe not found? Several meſ- 
ſengers have been here to enquire after her, 


and I told them, that ſhe departed an hour 
after 
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after the cloſe of twilight. Heaven grant, 
that ſne may e the wy, of the 
tempeſt !* 


Monſieur de Sevrac turned haſtily from 
him, and as though grief gave ſtrength in 
proportion as it augmented, darted out of 
the Convent ; Franciſco followed. The 
Marquis ruſhed with hurried ſteps along 
the winding mazes of the valley. At every 
rapid ſtream that roared along, he ſtopped, 
and beat his boſom. He knocked at every 
cottage, till calling on his daughter, and 
ſtill unſucceſsful. 


Having arched, in- vain, in all the 
paths that wound through the valley, he 
crofſed the upland meadows. The rain 
ceaſed to fall, and the moon gleamed forth 
with a faint and watery luſtre, at times | 
wholly obſcured by black and impervious 
clouds, which were born ſwiftly along by 
the impetuoſity of the wind. He conti- 
nued to call upon his child ; but his voice 

VOL, 11. I was 
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was loſt in the ſhrill blaft, and he was 
haſtening towards a precipice whoſe dizzy 
brow hung over a foaming gulph, when 
the light of his lantern preſented the gate 
of the Meyer, 2 cimetiere. 


" _ 


Se" whoſe feeble age had not 
ſtrength to keep pace with the ſpeed of 
Monfieur de Sevrac, had followed him by 
the glimmering ray of his lantern, When 
he ſaw him ſtop. at the cimetiere, he hal. 
tened forward, and reached the gate as the 
Marquis advanced among the heaps of 
mould, where he perceived the white dreſs 
of Mademoiſelle de Sevrac: he ruſhed to- 
wards her, and beheld a fight that almoſt 
ee him with horror! | 


$he was f tting by the fide of theſtranger's 
grave, her arm encircling the little croſs, 
and her eyes raiſed towards the clouds that 
paſſed over the valley. Her hair hung on 
her ſhoulders to her waiſt, partly covering 
her boſom which was drenched by the 
. ; midnight 
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midnight tempeſt her cheek was Fay 
and her hand almoſt petrified ; he had 
laid her cloak upon the grave, as if to guard 
it from the ſtorm; and, fixed, like the 
image of dleſpair, ſeemed wholly inſenſible | 
of every thing that approached her. | 


The Marquis threw herſclf oh his knees 
and claſped her to his boſom, repeatedly. 
kiſſing her wan cheek, and conjuring her 
to anſwer him. But ſhe was not conſcious - 
of his careſſes: grief weighed heavily on 
her ſenſes, and the faculty of thought was 


deadened by its e n 


With the affiſtance'of Franciſco ſhe was 
raiſed from the ground, and, ſupported be- 
tween him and the Marquis, led towards 
home. She was feeble and exhauſted; no 
ſound eſcaped her lips; all circulation 
ſeemed to ſubſide in her veins, and ſhe 
ſuffered herſelf to be guided, without 
knowing to whom ſhe was indebted for 


protection. 
12 LIT 3944 MY 
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As they deſcended towards the valley, 
the ſky began to clear, and the dawn pre- 


| ſented a group that would have extorted a 


ſigh from a boſom of adamant: the fond 


-and frantic de Sevrac, leading his daughter, 


whoſe countenance but too plainly beſpoke 


the miſery of hopeleſs affection. Franciſco 
- wept : his mind had none of that vaunted 


ſtoĩciſm, which philoſophers pretend to 
feel, but which nature glories in diſ- 


claiming. 


Madame de Sevrac, who was waiting 


with the Abbe Le Blanc at the caſement 


of his chamber, watching the return of 
day with eager eyes, equally anxious for 


| the fate of a diſtracted huſband and 2 


darling child, when ſhe ſaw them ap- 
proaching, fainted in the arms of her kind 
and faithful companion; a 


N Sabina was conveyed to her bed; where 
the Marquis and Madame de Sevrac ſat 


by her pillow, * ſhe fell into a profound 


* erp, 
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ſleep, and they once more began to hope 
that Heaven, had not wholly, abandoned 
them. Mademqiſelle de Sevrac continued 
tranquil many hours; but it was not pol- 
ſible that any of the family ſhould be pre- 
vailed on to take reſt. I. he. Marquis's 
mind was occupied by various conjectures 
reſpecting the cauſe of Sabina's extraordi- 
nary conduct; the deſpair which could i in- 
vite her at ſuch an hour to ſo melancholy a 
ſpot, he <onfidered, as deeply rooted ; 3 and, 

howeyer averſe he had been to the idea of 
prying into the cauſe of her deſpondency, 
he could not refiſt the impulſe of curioſity 
which ſhe had at length awakened. 


"Ad bop as Mademoiſelle de See, was 
aſleep, the Marquis haſtened to find Fran- 
ciſco. His interrogatories were of fo preſ- 
fing a nature, that the monk could ſcarcely 
refuſe to apſwer them. He conjured | de 
Sevrac;not.to queſtion, him on a ſubject of 
| ſuch importance; and aſſured him, that the 
ſecret ſhould be held as ſacred by him, as 

EN though 
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| though his life would be the forfeit of a 
diſcloſure. Every word which Franciſco 


uttered encreaſed the Marquis's curiofity ; 
a thouſand conflicts ſtruggled in his breaſt: 


as his perturbation auzmented, the monk 
endeavoured to evade his queſtions, till 
urged by entreaties, and terrified by Mon- 
eur de Sevrac's wild and impetuous de- 


mands, he requeſted him to be patient, and 
to hear him. * Neither your anger, nor 
your fault, ſhall induce me to betray you, 

{aid Franciſco. “ Your ſecret ſhall never 


paſs theſe lips: therefore oa otro your 
mind, and depart in peace.” 


„ What ſecret ? what fault! * cried the 
Marquis carnefliy. | 


« A parent's right is unqueſtionable,” 
continued Franciſco. © But when youth 
and i innocence bend to an early grave, the 
dlerneſt natures cannot refuſe a tear of 
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* early grave!” repeated. Mon- - 
ſieur de Sevrac. do not comprehend 
vou!“ 


46 J hare done,” replied Franciſco; 
© here let the matter reſt. The tears which 
your daughter has ſhed, will waſh away 
your ſtains ; as the blood of your victim has 
appeaſed your e 


The blood of my victim! Father, I 
entreat you to be explicit,” ſaid the Mar- 
quis. © Bring me the man who can ac- 
euſe me of injuſtice, and let him demand 
redreſs.” 


&«. Alas ! He ſleeps in the grave!“ faid 
Franciſco. No mortal power can recal 
him from his PIR bed!“ 


" Whom do you r mean ?” cried de Se- 
vrac ; while his check grew pale, and his 
eyes gazed earneſtly on the monk, who 
I 4 turned 
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ned from bim i in n the maſt extreme agi- 


= $5 * : 


tation. PALL $9 2 


Speak: I charge you to ſpeak,” ſaid 
the Marquis graſping Franciſco's arm. 
To whom do you allude, and of what 
crime do you accuſe me ?” 


Franciſco was ſilent. He trembled az 
the indignation of Monſieur de Sevrac, 
while he endeavoured, by evading his 
queſtions, to keep the owes made to 
Sabina. 


Father Franciſco, ſaid the Marquis 
ſternly, I reſpe& your age; and I ho- 
nour your ſanctity. But reaſons of ſuch 
infinite importance to my fame and my 
repoſe compel me to demand a full expla- 
nation, that nothing leſs will ſatisfy me. 

If you know any thing that can fully my 
reputation, or impeach my humanity, you 
. are bound by every law, human 0 divine, 
to 
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to divulge it.“ The monk would have 
departed, but Monfieur de Sevrac Hy held 
his n. | 19 TERS 7 


« You do not anſwer. me,” continued 
the Marquis. - It is eaſy to ſuſpect ; but 

it is baſe to. calumpiate: The holy life, to 
which you are devoted, teaches goad-will 
and charity. Ho then can yqu deviate 
from the principles which yqu pretend to 
inculcate; and thus boldly ſtigmatize 
with criquey, the mn man who never youre” 


you 2” 


fi 3 forbid !“ exclaimed Fran- 
ciſco. 44 L bear you no ill will J paty 
you: 11 p Fs * 101 


* 


Why do you pity me cried Mon- 
ſieur de Seyrac with increaſed irritation. 

77 That I.am unfortunate, is certain. Let 
while my honour-is: walli een 


al bAagailivgt ae: TEN DAGOU AVE 
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0 Alas! >: T mean not to offend you,” 
high the monk, as he wiped a tear from his 
venerable face; Perhaps I was miſtaken, 

and you were not the perſon.” 


e Good Father;“ cried 'Monfieur de 
Sevrac with a broken and agitated voice, 
I entreat yon not to torture me with 
this barbarous bra romp; but to ner me 
one ad ra. e 


. 8 ** 7 3s o &* 


44 1 * © your will * » repi Franifo 


2 Then tell 15 ſaid che dis, 
Sap whoſe: corpſe lies buried beneath that 
5 * r 20 faid a e had deco- 


The monk Und from him: his feeble 
kame ſhook with convulfive agitation. 

Oh, God! exclaimed de Sevrac, © are 
theſe the dealings of chriſtianity ? Is it the 
ae of a feeling heart, to drive a fellow- 
3 creature 
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creature to deſpair? Father Franciſco, I 
ſtand upon the margin of a precipice; the 
gulph below is terrible! another ſtep will 
plunge me to perdition!“ 61 


Be calm eried Franeiſco. The 
turbulence of rage, is ſeldom the com- 
paniom of innocence. If you are wrong- 
ed, you will of courſe feel ſelf- acquitted; 
if not, forbear to rail at me, and try, to 
make your peace with Heaven! The cen- 
fure of the world pierces not the heart, 


before which truth has placed an invulner- 


able ſhield! Neither can the adulation of 
the deluded or the baſe, draw from the 
mind, the ſting of conſcious infamy. It 
is therefore folly to overſtep the bounds 
of reaſon; or to hope, that by a clamo- 
rous defence, you can pour conviction in 
to my boſom. I have no right to con- 
demn; and ſtill leſs inclination. to puniſn. 
I participate in your ſorrows; I lament 
that they are of ſuch magnitude; but I 
1 6 have 
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have made a bolemn' promise, which E 
cannot, dare 1 violate. Therefore be 
| tutisfied.” Fe 


7 whong 5 you made the pro. 
11 pt W. Monſieur de Sevrac. 


ao : To your afflicted daughter,” replied 
Franciſco; Her nature is more ingenu- 
ous chan yours, and therefore Lam bound 
to fidelity : for ſuch is the pride of the hu- 
man mind, that thoſe who have courage 
to truſt, are generally ttuſted: while the 
eur ning which aims to deceive, is al- 
ways dee to the machinations. of 
. deceit.” 


0 4 Sabina! exclaimed: the Marguis, 

claſping his hands in an agony of grief, 
4 Is ir poſſible that ſhe can have betrayed: 
0 . | 


211 « She betrayed you wot” "replied Fi ran- 
cio 
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ciſco. | | * Strange and undefinable are 
he ways of Qmnipgiengs! Crimes which 
ſcemed ;confined. to the oblivion. of ages, 
ſometimes come forth, to ſtartle. guilty 
minds. We may hope to hide our deeds 
from mortal eyes, but che ſtain, of mur- 
der fixes in the heart; time canpot chaſe 


it thence: its colour deepens with ever 


paſſing hour, and there is no ee, but 
in e ll 


« It is as I faſpetted K* faid Nen 
de Seyrac with a deep figh,- ** Sabina's 
fatal paſſion for St. Clair, has overcome 
the claims of filial affe&ion, and a father's. 
hopes are ſacrificed to the memory of a 
lover! Keep but your promiſe and I ſhall 
be ſatisfied.” The monk, with his hand 
upon his beart, bowed a ſolemn though 
filent acquieſcence, and the Marquis haſ- 
tened home in the moſt ng ſtate * BE 
agitation. | 
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On is arrival; he informed Madame 
1 Sevrac th at bis fafety depended on his 
_ immediate flight, and that ſhe muſt there- 
fore, without delay, prepare for the jour- 
ney. The Abbe Le Blanc wholly coincided 
with the Marquis; and in the evening 
of rhe ſame day, they recommenced their 
pilgrimage of ſorrow, Mademoiſelle de 
Sevrac was a ftranger to the fource from 
whence her father had derived his new 
apprehenſions; and, too weak to inveſti- 
gate their origin, filently yielded to his 
propoſal. Previous to her departure, ſhe 
wrote a ſhort letter to Franciſco, con- 
Juring him to keep his promiſe inviolate; 
"and to guard with NY piety, the 
I Aſhes of her lover. 


if G l more deſtined to wander in ſearch 
of an aſylum, with an augmented por- 
tion of grief, and a diminiſhed fortune, 
the proſpect before them was more dreary 


than ever, Mademoiſclle de Sevrac's 
mind 
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mind yielded to deſpondency ; while every . 
figh that ſhe beſtowed to the memory of * 
St. Clair, planted. an additional thorn in 


the boſom of the Marquis, 
3 F „ 
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What is this world? Thy ſchool, Onildyr 

Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer; 

And he who knows not that, was born for nothing,” 
YOUNG. 


TI E quantity of rain which had fallen, 
rendered the roads almoſt impaſſable; and 
the feeble {tate of Mademoiſelle de Sevrac's 
health, required more than ordinary care 
in their mode of travelling: added to theſe 
circumſtances, the cabriolet was in ſo 
ſhattered a condition, that it would ſcarcely 
reſiſt the ſhaking over the rugged roads, 
and the rapidity of the torrents which fre- 
quently ſoamed acroſs them. The melan- 
choly proſpects which occupied the Mar- 
quis's mind, and the encreaſing deſpon- 
dency of Sabina's, kept them ſilent; each 
ruminating on the ſame painful ſubject, 
1 without 
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without either venturing to claim the ſym- 
pathy of the other. | 


The agony of Monſieur de Sevrac” $ 
heart was conſiderably augmented, by the 
ſuppoſition that his fecret had been divulged 
by Sabina; for, though he placed the moſt 
implicit confidence in the promiſe of Fran- 
ciſco, he dreaded that the ſame inadver- 
tency, whether i it proceeded from weakneſs 
or deſpair, which had tempted her to be- 
tray him, might again be productive of 
peril, where the object ſo truſted, perhaps 
would not have the virtues of the conſcien- 
tious Franciſco. The Marquis was not 
aware that the whole developement origi- 
nated in the monk” $ conjectures ; that 
Mademoiſelle de Sevrac had never revealed 
the real calamity, but, having merely con- 
felled that her lover bad periſhed, ſhe had 
created ſuſpicions, which. Franciſco greedily 
received as truths, becauſe they correſ- 
ponded with his former ſurmiſes—Thus, 


when the 1 imagination has conjured up chi- 
mericaF 
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merical Fg the ſmalleſt trait of ſimila- 
rity ſeems a full conviction that they are 


real; and, by having cheriſhed the ſhadow, 
we ſoon learn to think that the ſubſtance is 
actually exiſting. - | 


There was yet another bar to a clear and 
candid inveſtigation of the event. The 


> apprehenſion that the tale may be buzzed 


abroad, -and the Marquis called on for his 
defence: he knew, that in fuch a dilemma, 
he could have no chance of eſcaping; for 
having no witneſs by, when he gave the 
Wound, he could not prove that he had been 
. previouſly aſſaulted. The Abbot Palerma 
bad aſſured Monſieur de Sevrac that St.Clair 
vas the perſon whom he had encountered; 

and authority ſo” ſacred, could not be 
doubted. Sabina was convinced that the 
man who . murdered Arnaud, was not St. 
Clair; therefore the Marquis had every 
thing to lament; and no plea that could 
afford 4 10. of conſcious NGA, 


| The 
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The ſuſpi picions which tortured the mind 
of Monſieur de Sevrac, were in ſome de- 
gree authorized by the ſcene which took 
place between him and Sabina, when, in 
the wood near the Chateau- neuf, he queſ- 
tioned her ſo earneſtly reſpecting St. Clair. 
The agonies ſhe then ſuffered, and the 
vague anſwers which- ſhe made to every 
interrogatory, left a ftrong impreſſion on 
de Sevrac's mind, which the Abbot's in- 
formation appeared to ſanction. Thus, by 
mere conjecture, the ſoothing bonds of 
affetion were torn aſunder; and two un- 
fortunate beings, each innocent of offence 
againſt the other, deprived of that ſympa- 
thy, which is the ſweeteſt balm to the 


1 & 
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They | proceeded on their journey till 
paſt midnight. Their poſtillion, who, re- 
garded only his on ſafety, kept on in 
one regular pace, heedleſs of the miſerable 
vehicle which he was dragging after him, 


and which frequently bounded over deep 
ruts, 


1 


— 
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ruts, large fragments of ſtone, and rapid 
rivulets, with the moſt alarming velocity: 

yet no complaint was uttered, no murmur 
of diſcontent broke the profound medita- 
tions of the diſconſolate family, till they 


came to a thick foreſt in the vicinity, of 


Fontebuona, the laſt poſt between Caffa. 
Fi giolo and Florence. 10205 


The atmoſphere being bazy, and the 


F night, uncommonly dark, Monſieur de 


Sevrac deſcended from the cabriolet, and 
walked by the ſide of the poſtillion. They 
continued their route for ſome time, when 
they quitted the main road, to avoid a 
deep and rapid fiream, which ruſhed with 
reſiſtlefs force from an adjacent mountain, 
and purſued the track of carriage wheels 
along a path, which wound through the 
foreſt; till, to the rest terror of the tra- 
vellers, their guid ' ſuddenly Kopped, and 


Infor med them * dat be had loſt his way 


F 


and Pd pre We 
| Monfiews 
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Monſieur de Sevrac, ſulpefting chat the 
ercuſe was merely invented, to delay "their. 
journey, and thereby t to throw them 1 into the 
ſnares of banditti, 1 nfiſtea? on continuing 
cheir route; but the churliſh poſtillion ob- 
ſtinately refuſed | to obey,. either the com- 
mands of the Marquis, or the « entreaties of 


Madame de Seyrag. Sabina was filene; . al 
ſituations were alike to her. 125 fo 


* 


2 3b * 


7 7 « Sandia Maria?” exclainjed the guide, 
e not for the riches of Loretto would I 
venture! This foreſt is ſurrounded by 
quarries and precipices; and not only thoſe, 
but banditti of the very worſt deſcription 
would render every ſtep dangerous. 


40 What! is to ho done o cried Madame 


de Sevrac, while her heart throbbed with 
apprehenſion, 


ay Even ſtay where" you a are, all day- 
break,” anſwered their guide.“ Here we 
bave only the chance of one misfortune ; 


but, 
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but, by venturing forward, we ſhall en. 
counter many. I am no deſperado : Iv» 
| know when to keep out of danger ; - there- 
& fore, not one ſtep farther will wi by the 
holy Saint e . 


d +» 0 


The Sac of the night ſeemed to en- 
| creaſe with their vexations. The wind 
blew cold, and the bare branches afforded 
but a miſerable canopy to ſhelter the me- 
lancholy group. Monſieur de Sevrac | pro- 
poſed advancing alone, and on foot; with 
the hope that, at ſome hut or cottage, he 
might procure a light, which would enable 
them to continue their j Journey. To this 
propoſition Madame de Sevrac and the 
| Abbe Le Blanc decidedly objected ; and 
they were wholly at a loſs what plan to 
adopt, as the moſt likely to extricate them 
from their perplexing ſituation. 
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Their guide alighted, and wrapping 
himfelf in his long cloak, took his feat on 


the trunk of a tree which lay by the road 
a 4 c e zes 
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de, determining there to — himſelf 
till the return of day. Madame de Sevrac 8 
terror encreaſed conſiderably, when the 
found that the cabriolet was left unguarded ; 55 
and after exerting all the powers of perſua- 
ſion to induce the poſtillion to reſume his 
ſeat, in vain, the Marquis detached the 
mules from the ſhaft, and reſolved to ſub- 
mit patiently, from a conviction that there 
was no reajedy. | 


They had remained more than an' hour 
in their chearleſs ſolitude, when on a ſudden 
they heard the trampling of horſes hoofs, 
and the ſound of mingling voices, at no 
great diſtance. They ſeemed to advance 
but ſlowly, on account of the rugged road, 
which was frequently blocked up with 
trunks of trees, that had been torn from 
their roots by the recent tempeſt. The 
poſtillion in an inſtant became alert, and 
riſing from his ſeat, without uttering his 
tears, crept under the cabriolet. His 
alarm communicated i:ſelf to Madame de 


Sevrac; © 


* 
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Sw: but the Marquis, ho bad piſtols, 
having armed: himſelf and Le Blanc, they 


| took their ſtand; before the carriage, * 


ig to 10 defend the women Fatt 426 1 
praperrys « or to . prin in che n 

if 36 
"> The 57 l a akin on 
foot ſeemed to direct their way. Theſe 
are not-robbers,” ſaid the Abbe Le Blanc 


in a low voice. They were within a few 


paces of the cabriolet, when a ſmothered 
groan fl ſtruck new terrors into every boſom. 
The Marquis challenged the ſtrangers, but 
received no anſwer. - I charge you to 
ſtop!”. ſaid he. © We are benighted; and, 


if you are honeſt men, you will lend us 


your aſfiſtanc. . 


0 c. What are you?" Cds one * the horſe- 
men. | 


a £ «T ravellers,” 1. lenfeur de 
Sevrac. 


« Paſs!” 


| HUBERT DE SEVRAC. 299 
«© Paſs l“ erieil the horſemai, ſuddeniy 
turning aut af the nartow road, and g 
ping amodg the underwand, Again a faint 
ſhriek ſtartled Monſieur de Sewriac: Bein- 
ſtantly ruſhed into the chat, and c 
manded the ſtranger to declare whither he 
was going. If your purpoſe be harm- 
lefs, you will pardon an interruption, hi 
the time and place will authorize: if hn | 
r £Y,0 
5 
| The Marquis had ee 4 Het. 
ing, whefl he heard a female voice artieu- 
late, Oh! reſcue me! reſcue me!”— 
The horfeman darted forward; but the 
tangled branches en — 
Aen. 8 k 


All the We PRE, were now loft 
upon Monſieur de Sevrac. A female voice, 
uttering ſounds of diſtreſs, rouſed his ſoul 
to the meſt hazardous enterprige ; and, 
notwithſtanding the gloom which ſur- 
rounded him, he advanced among the 

VOL. 11, * | trees 


— 
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 -xrees, till he came within a few-paces of 
the ſtranger. ee Sevrac called on 
her huſband, to return. Le Blanc, faid 
the Marquis, ee cabriolet, and 
-watcl that no one Ge A 
K 11304 try 28 NLA HAD 
5 He had no dle An. theſe 
bonds, than the horſeman- addreſſed him, 
called him by his name, and bid him, if 
he valued his life, to deſiſt. This is not 
thy bour, De Sevrac,” ſaid the horſeman; 
yet, if you advance another ſtep, * 
he your ales e e 


3. T I — "L%\ 4 
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Monſieur de Seprac, while the villain 
en took advantage of the ſound of his 
voice, and placed himſelf near him. The 
horſe continued to plunge, and the rider to 
utter the moſt hotrible execrations: The 
thicket was ſo interwoven with brambles 
and wild weeds, and the night continued ſo 
dark, that the ruffian had no chance of 
eſcaping on horſeback: he therefore a- 
3  Monkeur de Sevrac ſcarcely 
A breathed, 


ovinr ene * 


beste let he Mobld diſcover! himlelf : 
che trink of à Venerable tree was his fiife- 
guard, while he waited with ee 
rude for the event which threatened. 
© #11789 1 1s ble SFOLUIUTRAR 466 8'37 
The horſeman, ſuppoſing bimſelf ſafe, 
quitted' His ſaddle 3 and taking a lady} who 
fat er beser him, in bis arms, placed her at 
the foot of a tree; at the ſame time utter 
ing, in a low voice, „If you utter a 
fingle word, this ſtiletto ſhall pierce your 
| heart: 1 ſhall not be out of hearing?” As 
ſoon as he had concluded this inhuman g 
threat, he ſtole out of the thicket, and left 
his' $ captive alone with the kv: * 55 | 


% 4% 


Td 


Monfieut de n ſtooping ird, 
put forth his hand, and, tochis infinite fure 
prize, found it touch a cold, hut throbbing 
boſom. He inſtantly drew it back, and 
kneelitig at the foot of tlie der, in a whiſ⸗ 
per cc, Who,” and what are 
you?” ID TK} 


: 
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> Ah! De Sevrac! is k to you chat 1 
8 0 am 


£00 .m uuf DE SEVRAG. 


amr indebted for, this moment of bope 2” 
reli T7 Jane: ms e 


wv GAG AY 41. 


The 3 was aſtoniſhed at DO 

his name pronounced, and accompanicd 
by, ſuch penetrating. words. The lady 
Se his band with eagereſs hr ao 
e e ehen 10 00 


S quickly ! yo ied” De ' Seyrac. 
te i Who is the Yillain that left! vou here! ah 


_— HO LU UE 4 hs 3 3 
"wx Lnge not,” replied me. He pen 
in feighed voice, and the darknefs Be: 
vents my ſeeing his features. 


KRiſe! inſtantly riſe !“ ſaid. the Mar- 
quis, < and I wall ſecure r aneh ruf. 
| fian's 3 | | f e 
47 e $ e i en 
4 1 Alas l. Fee 5 key faced.” the lady. 
« My feet are bound with cords.—Oh ! de 
Sevrac, hazard not à life ſo p precious, M4 | 
the vain hope of reſcuing me! I am 


m"_— by three ame vitlaing.” 
„ Are 
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47 io 4 8 


Ae "they" bafticit?® epctired ro 
Wi ig 4 ls WY Rand Pant W) 


W Fe 538 50 et bad Art! 


- 


4 What they are, I know not,” repliey! 
the lad ft} whiſpering low, and in ac- 
cents ſcarcely articulate.— Every vein in 
De Sevrac's heart throbbed with eobtehdidg 
doonies ; terror, leſt during his abfencer 
lis wife and daughter ſhould be murdered: 
pity for the diſtreſs of the unknown caps. 
tive; and indignation againſt, the ruffians 
who hack treated ber ſo inhumanly. Two 
of the men entered the thieket. De Sevrac- 
retreated behind the tree; and the lady 
ſearcely breuthed, N mae Kftengd 10 
their convetſation· » PLYCIN ITO 


0 you think that waere. 


ſaid one? XJ Coen ob. T3R; 9 


* 


"Ae Moſt likely Ide are,” FRE oY Coe; 


&« The Mardgal is brave and reſolute : he 
Wilt not ſubmit tammy!" en TIOY 


" F » 1 ” 
 wono! go ai , iu ot du 


. i Wo 
85 k 3 6e If 


. 
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het If Ficould once grapple with him, his 
courage would avail but little. My ſtiletto 


has not bad fo much practice, to fail at 
laſt, with darkneſs; in my favour. I like 
to perform a E. d 5B. 


hh Wt. WISH 38 


4 


e And Shi ar ds Waben wp 
warded,” -abſwered the companion. But 
the lady is the er n * ye 
leave her?” FP NMS pn Svfr 1 


> DISA 0944] 

* „At 1 foot of a tree, not ten paces off, 

My:horſerwill never be able to clear the 

under wood : brambles and interwovea 

branches choke up every; avenue, and it 

will LN ee to > iſcngage) hie-, vx 
40 75 N 


n ee Aach fi a Meta 
Reg the fore, 
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att: Here, ſaid the lady haſtily, « * 
this ring, and fave, yourſelf! Oh! de 
| Sevrac; leave me to my fate! I do not * 
death, it wilt releaſe ine from od MP. 


i 0 8 * * 1 hs 
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As the Marquis took the ring, the ſdund 
of Madame de Sevrac's voice a ſeconds = 
time rouſed him to a deciſion. He darted 
through! the 'interpoſing branches; and 
baſtened towards the eabriolet which he diſs 
covered backed into the thicket, and overſet. 

Madame de Sevrac and Sabina wete terri- 

fied, but not hurt; and the Abbé Le Blanc, 
whoſe piſtol had miſſed fire, was aſſiſting 
them to riſe, when the Ne reached 
_ To, 


u Hör MA 20450 1A $ Li os | 
The villains had availed Wenkkwes of 
the confuſion which they had occafioned in 
order to facilitate their eſcape, aud in à few 
moments the clattering of horſes hooks was: 
heard retreating along the road. Monſieur 
de Sevrac, almoſt wild with ſolicitude, in- 
ſtantly returned to the ſpot. where he had 
left the lady; but, to his infinite ſorrow, 
ſhe had been removed during bis ſhort! 
abſence; He ealled&repeatedly; but no dne 
anſwered.” His agony was extreme: be 
_ no clue to diſcover the myltery; except 

| 'K 4 the 
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While be uttered. his diftrels; and curſed 
hiemſelf for having left the lady, the poſti. 
lion came running towards him, to ſay, 
chat che firanger who had travelled on foot 
had mounted one of his mules, and rode 
off with his companions, in defiance of all 
tbe ould do to prevent him. | 


ow Do you think that you ſhould know! 
the robber ? * aid the rr 


1 Tims 
of = 


Fry i 239 

4 1 if: 1 bd, it 01 avail bot hide 
replied the poſtillion, I ſhould never 
have the courage to detect him. We, who 
travel at all bouts, and in a0 feaſons, know 
' better than to make an enemy of a cut- 
throat. They ſwarm together like bees; and 
he that affronts one of them, may as well 
ſwallow chie ſtillettos of the whole gang.“ 

eee r e ee 

N Ee Nan αανẽ, „ 4 J think 
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16 nne ee dente 
faid the Nisrquis. “ Their vwices ere 
| evidently diſguiſed, and and their. language aſ- 
ſumed for the e e e 


an will deſtroy: their: OT: Fe 


4 
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e don' care, whar they do, if they will 
but take care of my mule, W N . | 
RAI, = I 1.5 10% U 5 | 


| 24 Süd Ma AH P 
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9 Sbe wake! my name, aid. po Mar- 
quis to Madame de Sevrac. . She addreſſed 
me with tender concern ] I am at a loſs to 
account for this extraordinary adventures 
Her voice was entirely ſtrange to my ear; 
and yet, when I confider, that ſbe ſpake 
under the influence of terror, chat ber! ac- 
cents were in a tremulous whiſper, how 

could I Have known them, eren had they. 
been familiar? “? ͤ-- en 4 


© % : j & 1 . 5 92 
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Their Aifſcpie had. candderably. ju 
creaſed by their ſituation with one mule, 
dE cabriolet broken, and the time ſtill 

| KS two 


oh 


- 
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ted hours before daytbreak. The paſtillion, 
whoſe mind; was filled with; hotror and di- 
ſtreſs, rendered the whole party 'doubly 
impatient, by repeating numberleſs tales of 
murders ll ee e. in 0 
. l £403 24 
b N. seh I'S i * Ty 2 6000 l 
0 Not far from hence,” ſaic he, “ = 
death the brow of a precipice, there is a 
cavern, where the peaſantry ſay ſtrange 
noiſes are heard, revellings and carrovufings, 


44 4 21 


and ſometimes groans, as if murder was 


committing-. Moſt ROAR RO is con- 
em? ON 1x9 eich 10 AN 


46 Do: you. think Þ * cried the ni, 
carpeſtly.. „ 


\ 7 7 111 1 were but 5 8 1 almoſt 8 L 
would venture there, to get my mule: back 


again,” replied the 28885 | 


"7 


It 
* 4 
11 * : © 


D te hag. rerdas:'arglay 07. a 
cc Is it far . E. ene 


288812 5h. , [ 207 | 


08 « e616] hundred' paces, * replied che 
guide: 4 but then there's an ugly. catafact 
to paſs, and a ſteep declivity' to deſcend: 
beſides, the road is as rugged as the pan 
through -purgatory ; aud 1 dont with to 
travel towards hell on this ſide the grave; xl 
Libay baye enough of that hereafter,” 


3 4 * os | v%% © '1 
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555 You ouſt e late, where: 
you will find forgiveneſs? * laid the Abbe 
Le Blanc. en Jos 4. Hat * 
4 iI I could aud Hi ah al er 100 
the poſtillion. IT o 


« If your b bebe is Linfelled wich 
ſuch deſperate plunderers, ſaid Monfieur 
de Sevrac, « why do not the WI) take 


2209 


ſteps for their extermination * 
8 \ 14 THAT $31 1k 


Let 1 ſet 160 example 1 ard 
begin. to reform. others! Pr Fünen 
tilion, There is only this d 1 298 


wirt & chow ;—the ADS, take hs 5 
| x 6 


+ 34S 5 


203 nz DESIEVRAC- 


_ pleaſe openly; And banditti ſteal from ns in 


ſecret: the one is bonoured with adulation, 
Oe, menaced vith'a 3 ; 

eg 1 203} DOC: — 

580 His phitofophy penerpteti ets: the 

vely boſom of ' nature?” fſaid*the Marquis 

to himſelf, fighing. © Has oppreſſiom ex- 

panded the great luminary, Reaſon, till its 


beams enlighten even the moſt uneultivated 


minds Then addrefling the poſtillion, 
« Is thine the opinion of the poor in this 


ry * cried donkey de Sevrac. 


, . FFT j j 3444 . 


How can I tell ?* replied he.“ They 
never dare an _ . un ions are! 


= There 15 » the miſchief! 99: iſ 4 the 


Marquis to himſelf.” © Had the tongues of 
my countrymen been at liberty, their ſwords 
had been unſtained with blood ! It is not 
poſſible, to ſhackle the mind and the body 
at the fanie moment: the one will work the 
emanici patian of the other, unleſs the ener · 
gies of nature äre ſubdued, and the foul 
1 deprived 


HYSBRP2DEfSEVRAQH 


Le Blaney it was the veſt diſtunce betw ee 
the court and the people, that deluged 


France with blood. Where, where cotild” 
the throne hope for ia perntancie exiſtence, | 
when- its avenues were cloſed againſt tho 
pleadings of nature The Jafd ſemtetee 


was'ottered by the Marquis with more than 
ordinary agitation: bis voice was energetie, 
but every tone 1 ſome kauſe for ſe- 


Crert . 1. $1 18 11186 o Apany 43 2 99 
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The Abbe e on e ſabjeR, * i the 


deprived of the faculty! of thinking. O 


banditti of the foreſt again became the 


topic of converſation but their: depreda- 


tions were ſcarcely objects of terror, to 
minds which bad ſo long been be 


gen the e e e e Ia 


Tbe Wat at aig nb he PANT 
ky. dimly gleamed through the miſt: of 
morning, while the ſurrounding. mazes, 
ſearcely; viſible, rendered the hour chill- 


ing and n Every branch Was 


encruſted 


* 


ſpair was complete, when, on ſearehing the 
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encraſted with white froſt, and every ave- 
nue filled with blue vapour. Monſieur de 


Sevrac looked mournful on his forlorn aſſo- 
ciates, Whoſe veins were ſcarcely warmed 
by citculation, and whoſe ſtrength was ex- 


hauſted hy fatigue and terror: but his de- 


ſhattered cabriolet, he diſcovered that the 
iron box, containing all his treaſure, was 
gone 5 and with. it, Tony Ne of future 


The Marqois, 85 a pauſe of ſeveral 
minutes,. during which his mind ſtruggled 
with his diſaſtrous fortune, turning towards 
Madame de Sevrac, who was dumb with 
affliction, tenderly embraced her. It is 
the will of the Supreme, and we muſt bear 
it patiently !” exclaimed he, while his arms 
enfolded the innocent partner of his ſorrows, 


«© How. unjuſtly are we. perſecuted : 15 


cried Madame an while or rears 


fell on his boſom. 
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.  Arraign.not the: juſtice of; Heaven1”: 
faid tha Marquis, with an auful and fem 
voice. 1 have long been hood-winked by 
| prejudice ; deceived, by early-· imbibed and 

long-cheriſhed-' opinions. The poiſons, 
which: the: ſweets of -proſperity- once ven- 
dered palatable, now! wring my agonized, | 
beart ; and, us the miſt of Dane 
rates, ah of oe ee 


r Alas ! Hubert, _ proiſed: — 
be e 17 id Madame de Sevrac. oy 


„ 


* Wi ety 


« 1 will hav 0 his bas how ſhall 
] 1 the ae Who Marquiz, F 


61% & of 


0 Believe that oil Ga was 0 | 
a dream of ſplendour or a tranſient ſcene 
of delufive pleaſure, merely beſtowed to 
prove its RE * 15 


„ Oh1.\Emily! would to God thiit 
it had been a dream, and I had never 


been awakened to know that it was illu- 
five!”? 
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Crops cried Monſieur de Vevrac; leading 
A wife along the winding yoke to avoid 
obſervation. « {. 5 


4. 1 am now,” odttivncd | hb; tc es 
unfortunste of human beings !---Exiled, 
poor, and ſtigntatized with crimes! driven 
to wander over the earth, unknown, per- 
haps unpitied! "op — 


c This is deſpondency i” cried Madame 
de Sevrac. The loſs we have ſuſtained by 
the night s event is not of any great im- 
portance, when it is remembered that the 
ſum was only a temporary means of life, 
which would in a ſhort time have been ex- 
haufted. We have only to commenee our 
teil a little earlier. Think of it no more. 
With a conſtience free from gunt, you are 


yet rich, my be * 


A conſcienee free from _y 3 05 
er 1 1 


ond, os n l et fi, 
*+.4 * ' 


219; 15 60 Yes,” 
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% Ves, eried Madame de Sevrzez 
cen kamine "Fug own - heart, and eee 
acquit you.“ Di 


Indeed! murmured the Marquis, 
with his eyes fixed on the ground, and his 
arms e e 1 a: en 

mar I © 

cc Indeed, I'thiok fo,” replied Madame 
de Sevrac. There has been no action of 
your life ſufſicjentiy criminal to ben. 
tae. {ION offended Heaven. 


* 


Jon St. Clair!” cried. the Marquis, — 
ing her hand aun. 1113+ & Fin 46h 


« St. Clair n his fate, anſueted 
Madame de Sevrac. “ He aſfaulted ven, 
and, in your own defence, you 


tart et. 
e Murdered bim! jy a the Mar- 
quis. Emily, do not varniſh over my 
errors; it will only render them more con- 
ſpicuous. I am not the faultleſs being, 
which 


— — 
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which your fondneſs n teach oo 'to 
eee "ds Sind 

* To be faultleſs, is to be more b than 
mortal. Vet, in this world of infamy, 
thoſe may be denominated good, who are 
not abſolutely erm * anſwered Madame 
de Sevrac. 


anne 
, adi F #4 # *% F . ” 149 . 


o Heaven keep me from ſuch negative 
virtue!“ ſaid the Marquis with a ghaſtly 
ſmile. In the broad circle of ſociety, 
ſomething more is expected from rational 
minds, than the mere exerciſe of out 


con 


0 vou ctiink too deeply,” | replied Ma- 
demoiſehe de Sevrac. | 


125 — — Et) - + 
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cc And t. too late! * abet; — r 
14 Why te bats; * each ues ſhe. “ Had 
you began to think earlier, you would not 


have _ more happy??? 
* wy But 


#13: 
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150 ue others nn anſwered the Mar- 


he of 2 A =} » FF 
. 42 # 14 f " - A * 4038 * 
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50 Mental hapatoes } 1s always wickin o our 
reach, my Hubert!“ faid Madame de 
Sevrac, “ whether we glitter within the ra- 
diant vortex of a throne, or waſte our days 
in the gloomy _ of a u 


co Hat doſt hel talk of anten 
Hell, hell opens at that word! Name it 
no more, unleſs you mean to drive me 
n "60 1500 
% Why this ſudden inquietude?“ ſaid 
Madame de Sevrac. “ You never talked 
thus e 1 till lately Fo intel 
71 1011 2917. 3 42 

* Becht, cl lately, I never cheriſhed 
the- ſecret monitor, Reflection. & long 
ſeries of chaſtiſement, has taught me to 
wveſtigate the cauſe. For the Divinity, 
vhom I revere, is juſt! He flackens not 
the . of: retribution, I . 24 614- (44S . 
1 a « Whom 


| 
| 
i 
: 
| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
[ 
N 
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15 Whom have you ever injured ?“ ctied 
Madame de Sevrac. Lives there a being 
WhO can ext IM of oppreſſen 9 


- - 
o 


tg No! ot be "liver: not. Would t 
heaven he did!” *: veglied the ah wk | 

&« ; You . me, Hubert py di 
Madame de Sevrac. © Your ſenſes are 
diſordered ! ' Grief has at laſt triumphed 
over fortitude, and you bend beneath its 
weigbt, a yielding victim. Yet * de- 
ſpair i is culpable,” 


Can I ſhake off , deſpair with fuch 2 
ed of bomot d my mind?“ ſaid the 
Marquis. * Where is that phiſoſophy which 
can E at the oC of . al 


"A « . 
572 37 Nr N 


3 is ni duh power to ſoar above 
the taunts of fortune? With witd and im- 

petuous paſſions, the moſt celeſtial abode 
would . as dreary and comfort leſs il 
the  ſubterrancous caverns of the Baſtile.” 


The 
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| The Marquis ſnatched her arm, and 
graſped it fiercely. His eyes were in a 
moment wild and ſavage: his cheek as 
pale as death. He endeavoured to ſpeak, 
but his voice faultered for ſome moments: 
at length, recovering the powers of articu- 
lation, he exclaimed, The [Baſttle!” 
and inſtantly darted from her, along the 
path which led to the ſpot where they bad 
17 522 companions. 


| Madame de Sevrac followed him. The 
poſtillion and the Abbé Le Blanc, having 
examined the cabriolet, and finding it ſo 
miſerably ſhattered as to be wholly unfit for 
uſe, were faſtening it with cords when the 
Marquis joined them. Sabina was fitting 
on the turf, abſorbed in wing caval 


«© You cannot venture to occupy this | 


Wu ain, ” {aid the = LeBlanc. | 


« Then 3 we 0 ene on ee re- 
| 4 pled 


„ 


iert rr LT 
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plied the Marquis bud.“ len, far is is it 


Erg 


24 
8 13 4: $*3t 3 * 14 * 
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14 „ Not halfa poſt” FOO poſt 


non. But I can procure you a carriage 
and horſes from Fontebuona, if you will 
wait while I fetch them ; and, perhaps, a 
the ſame time SO hear FORE of my 
mule.” 


The Marquis looked at his wife and Sa- 


bina. They were languid and wan : he 
Had not power to offer a word of conſola- 
tion, and his heart was ready to burſt, 


when Madame de Sevrac relieved. him by 
A e ſmile of JOE" 


— 


cc ves, we will ants; 1 faid ſhe, aſſum- 
ing a chearful aſ . 


— 81 


6 Yes,” pita the Marquis, taking 


9 a 


one arm and folding it within his, while he 


gave the other to Mademoiſelle 4 Sevrac, 
we will walk!“ 
The 
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The morning cleared: the ſun roſe with 

unintercepted brightnefs as they proceeded 
towards Florence ; the faithful Abbe lead- 
ing the way, and the poſtillion following 
with the ſhattered remains of the cabriolet. 


ie 3 f aan 
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| his faint for the recovery of the poor ani- 


hy, 
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CHAP. IX. 

Jagst nne adn bi, ou 215 5 
+1585 &* s +145 * F . i | * Fi 4 4 
„ Conſcience, what art thou? Thou tremendous 

a ” 


pow'r! 
„Who doſt inhabit us without our leave; 


«+ And art within ourſelves, andther ſelf; 
« A maſter ſelf, that loves to domineer, 
« And treat the monarch frankly as the ſlave. 
«© How doſt thou light a torch to diſtant deeds 
« Make the paſt preſent ; and the future, frown.” 
YOUNG. 


Mox SIEUR de Sevrac and his family 
had ſcarcely proceeded half a league, when 
on entering the great road from the ſkirts 
of the foreſt, they diſcovered the mule. 
which had been taken away by the ſtranger, 
faſtened to a tree with two zechins lying 


on the bank cloſe by his fide. The poſtil- 


lion eagerly ſnatched the money and ut- 
tered a thouſand grateful ejaculations to 
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mal, whoſe condition beſpoke the fatigue 
by which he was reduced. 


This circumftance, however important 
to the poſtillion, was ſtill of more conſe- 
quence to Monſieur de Sevrac : for he was 
not without hope that their finding the 
mule, might lead to farther diſcoveries, 
and finally to the dehnen of his Little 
fortune. 


They looked round with eager eyes, to 
fee if any houſe was viſible, for Sabina 
began to feel faint for want of nouriſhment; 
but no kind of building varied the cold 
uniformity of the bare mountains and leaf- 
lels foreſts. The poſtillion was occupied 
in attention to his mule, and in faſtening 
him to the wreck of the ill-fated cabriolet 
when the Marquis aſcending a little hill, 
diſcovered a cottage, which by the ſmoke 


rifing from its chimney was evidently in- 
babited. 
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„He flew: towards. Madame de Sevrac, 
who had taken her ſeat on a block of marble 
by- the road fide, and was ſupporting her 
daughter's drooping head againſt her bo- 
ſom. We will haſten to the; cottage,” 
ſaid he, raifing the exhauſted Sabina, 
<«:thou art ſubdued by fatigue, my love; 
food will refreſh thee, and in the lowly 
dwelling. of fimple honeſty n wilt be 


ſure to find a welcome.“ 


er ] ſhall not wait indeed,” ſaid the poſ- 


tillion. My mule is famiſhed and worn 
youre: to eee 


44 80 is my child,” cried the Marquis 


How can 1 help that?” anſwered 
the ſurly guide. Let every man take 
care of his own and the world will 9 
well 0 OI 1 


cc tees the eee 10 
continue his route; and aſſured him 
a i © 4 that 


. Ls © 
EI 


— 
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that ſne began to recover; though her 
countenance contradicted every word the 
uttered. She took Monſieur de 'Sevrat's 
arm, and with Ty er en 
ve e 03" asd 1e 


«© Only wait, while ! fiep to * 0 
for a ſmall portion of refreſhment,” ſaid 
the Marquis, while he beheld the languid 
eyes and livid cheek of his exbauſted 


cn ter. 


0 Not a minute,” cried the poſtillion. 
e Look at my poor beaſt: what will my 
maſter ſay, if I te e . 85 


pliance? 


40] Say, it was in the dnnſe uf hn 
mty,” replied the Enid and he 8 
pardon thee.” | 


. Why that's not altogether certain," 
E cpa LALGEE -Þ2. 


L 2 . e 
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Then, go where thou wilt,” ſaid 
Monſieur de Sevrac angrily. © For thou 
haſt a ſoul as impenetrable as adamant!” | 


« Pay me for my trouble and I will 
begone,” replied the poſtillion. 


„ How much doſt thou demand?“ 
cried the Marquis. 


'& Venti paoli * ; and little enough too, 
when it is conſidered that we travelled e 
qr; prenatal 

 Monfieur de Sevrac would have given 
the twenty paoli without heſitation, though 
it was more than twice the ſum which he 
had a right to exact. But poverty is a ſtern 
ſpirit · breaker: : it often makes that appear 
like avarice or meanneſs, which is the 
want of A __ not of inclination; ; 


5 48 AGaT, 7 


\*' Twenty paok is ſomewhat leſs than ten To | 
Ws Alter fun. it. : 
adding 
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adding a pang to che wounds of adverſity, 
by denying the means to alleviate thoſe 
ſorrows, which the feeling heart never fails 


to pity. 


The Marquis drew from his pocket a 
folitary Louis d'or, which he preſented to 
the guide, requeſting him to change it, 
and to pay himſelf. 


Th he ſturdy bene after examining the 
gold, and trying it in all the ways that 
ſuſpicion could ſuggeſt, returned it to the 
Marquis; at the ſame time informing him, 
that he made it a rule never to take any 
ſort of French money. 


During this conteſt the Abbe Le Blanc 
had flown to the cottage and procured a 
little. loaf of bread, and a flaſk ,of the 
country wine; which, though of the pooreſt 
quality, was the beſt that the habitation 
afforded. Sabina drank a ſmall quantity ; 
it revived her, and after a few minutes 
.h 8 e 
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26 
they again ſet ont for - Florence. :- The 
road glare df day which Monfieur de Se- 
rac» only” a ſew hours: before ſo cagerly 
longed to behold, was now bateful to him: 
und as the forlorn party approached the 
fpiendid metropolis of Tuſcany, a total 
ecipſe would have been the moſt pleal- 

* event that could have Sans. ; 


The day. due brilliant; the n 
Ae country whom they met as they 
advanced in the vicinity of Florence, 
gazed with aſtoniſnment at the afflicted fu- 
__ gitiies. Madame de Sevrac and Sabina, 

looked like ſpectres; their features pale 
and forrowful, their limbs almoſt ſinking 
under the exertions of the laſt twelve 
hours, and heir dreſſes not only diſor- 
deted by a ſleepleſs night, but confider- 
2 wy the og of che ca- 


2 117 Di : TEA VS 1 


| n Sins: 51 ED 
emaciated by W and ſtill 
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jonger- mental ſuffering, walked: between 
his exhauffed relatives with downcaſt eyes, 
and a countenance fluſtred by the fever of 
fatigue. The venerable Abbe followed; 
his white hair waving with every breath of 
wind that chilled his meagre and funk 
cheek; almoſt petrifying the tear which 
ſympathy beſtowed on thre misfortunes of 
his companions. The roads were deep, 
and the poſtillion, leſt he ſhould loſe fight 
of them, kept at no great diſtance; fre- 
quently uniting with paſſing travellers, in 
the farcaftic ribaldry and barbarous mirth, 
which the wretched appearance of the fu- 
gives was Der o nn calculated: o 
cnet wort? Bs 


* 7 
7 


At Seer appel at's fall me 
in the s of Florence. The boſteſs 
viewed her gueſts with no very courteous | 
aſpect ; for, though her lodgings were 

poor, her avarice was mordinate » and the 
travellers while they bore all the traits of 
fallen 3 ditplayed alſo the bluſhing 
dee "IG con- 
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confuſion of uncomplaining poverty. Abe 
ſhabby habiliments of the Whole family, 
by their faſhion and quality, ſhowed that 
they had once been deſigned for perſons of 
no ordinary claſs; and the reſpectful de. 
meanour of the Abbe Le Blanc whenever 
he addreſſed. Monſieur de Sevrac, evi- 
_ beſpoke the . of his com panion, 


Fram. a NH 10 duch e 
would have extorted a ſigh of commiſera- 
tion. But it is a juſt remark of a philoſo- 
phical writer, that, the external conditions 
of men, are ſometimes confounded with 
perſonal qualities, and appear to have the 
fame effects.” * The ſordid hoſteſs had no 
feeling, except that which ſelf - intereſt 
-prompted no pleaſure, whi e, not 
originate in the idea of augmeſting her 
fortune: the account which the poſtillion 
gave, was not calculated to inſpire her 
with confidence; and the proud filence of 


| * Ferguſon" s Moral Philoſophy. 


dignified 
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dignified diftreſs, afforded vo explanation 
| — nm her e 6+ Jagt 


1 VI 


Thus enam Monfeut 40 nde nal 
his companions, were obliged to accept 
the worſt apartments of the worſt auberge, 
in the environs of a' gay and ſplendid” 
city, where the magnificence of the nobles 
and the vivacity of the people, formed a 
ſtriking . to heir N e 


finances. 5 Re 


The Louis d'or was changed, and the 
demand of their ſurly guide ſatisfied, when 
Monſieur de Sevrac propoſed uniting their 
ſmall ſtore of treaſure in one ſtock, for 
the purpoſe. of providing refreſnment tilll 
ſome plan for their future ſupport could be 
eſtabliſhed; They drew their chairs near 
a {mall table, and after liſtening for a mi- 
nute, and looking round to ſee if any one 
obſerved them, began to empty their 
pockets. 


* 


- 
— £ an ® . * C 
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Madame de Sevrac produced tuo crowns, 
ſome ſmall money of the country, and 
a miniature of her mother, ſet in gold. 
Sabina's wealth conſiſted of a Spaniſh me- 
dal, which had been a keep- ſake from her 
gouvegnante, three paoli and the ebony 

croſs; which had proved an object of fuch 
awful importance. The Abbe Le Blanc, 
a ſmall quantity of filver, and a gold ſnuff 
box, which had been the gift of St. Clair, 
during their reſidence at the Chateayu-neuf. 
The Marquis who collected the little ſtore, 
new added to the precious heap, the re- 
mains of his Louis d'or, and the ring 
wich had been preſented to him by the 
unknown lady, in the foreſt on the pre- 
_ ceding night. The laſt article far exceed- 
ed in value the whole of the others. It 
was an antique head of extraordinary 
eee and richly Wen . bril- 


—— 000 rk: 0 2 of 
* had obliterated the recollection of 
having 


having received ſueh a” pledge,” or whoſe 
Ment grief was too powerful: to admit of 
his explaĩining the matter 
dious walk, ſaw with delight a gem of 
ſuch importance in his poſſfeſſion at ſo cri- 
tical a period. He returned the Abbé his 
ſnuff- box, and Madame de Sevrac her 
mother's portrait, but when he took the 
croſs of ebony from the table, he, with 
ſadden emotion, enquited of Sabina . 
| what means is came into her mane Bi | 


"Midemoiſelle de eres knew not * 
to reply. She hefitated, trembled, and 
© attempted to ſpeak; but her voice faul 
tered and ſhe burſt into a flood of tears. 


e It can be of no conſequence,” faid- 
Madame de Sevrac. * Why do you diſ. 
treſs her fink ing heart by a tone and manner 
ſo ſevere ? It is but a bauble, of hits va- 
lue, and by no means uncommon. 


1 as 


my {1 s: S 52. #7 
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matter during their te- 
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have ſeen this-crofs before ! cried 


| Fac oy ak, preſſing his hand upon his 
nde and en nn | 


« 8 one like it,” ſaid Madame 
de Sevrac. 
585 No, 0, no! ms the "FAS 
« 2 is the very ſame. This word © re- 
ber; was carved on it by me!—l 
never ſhall forget! it!“ | 


175 


F orget what, my Hubert?“ ſaid Madame 
de Sevrac, taking his hand with tender 
ſolicitude. 


«© Queſtion me no farther,” replied the 
Marquis. Seek not to diſcover a tet 
that will wring your ſoul with agony.” 

Ads | 7s | C 
1 1 eulen while ſhe 
gazed on her huſband's features. But hi 
voice was fo, ſtern. and yet ſo agitated, 
| | that 
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that ſne had not courage to urge the queſ- 
tion. They remained ſome moments in 
this painful ſituation when the Marquis 
broke from her and ruſhed out of the apart- 
Wend 15908, egattia ht 


« Madame de Sevrac now conjured 
Sabina to inform her where ſhe had found 
the croſs, and why ſhe- was ſo violently 
agitated at the Marquis's interrogato- 
ries. After a pauſe of ſometime during 
which ſhe was almoſt ſuffocated . by her 
tears, ſhe replied—* I received it, I be- 
lieve, from Arna | | 

Madame de Sevrac was ſatisfied with 
this anſwer, and queſtioned her no farther ; 
naturally concluding that it had been found 
at the chateau of Montnoir, and preſented 
to her daughter. as a token of eſteem, 


Sabina, rejoiced at having ſo well eſcapes | 
a more minute examination, retired to het 
chamber, | 
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chamber; truſting that Madame de Se. 
vrae would explain every thing to the Mar. 
1 the — ane 
6 $1269 | t 
| - Monſieur de e did not join his 
party till late in the evening. Sabina made 
her excuſes, for not appearing at ſupper, 
as, being much indiſpoſed, the wifhed to 
retire to reſt: the apology was accepted, 
and Madame de Sevrac, as ſhe 'hoped, 
quieted the Marquis's mind reſpecting the 
eroſs, as far as 1 to ng * 


tee of c. 


Mademoiſelle de "OA a fearful 
sf appearing befote the Marquis, left his 
queſtions ſhould be renewed, and attended 
. with more minute inveſtigation, had never- 
thelefs no chance of enjoying much repoſe: 
The hopeleſs ſorrows of her parents occu- 
pied her mind, while the memory of St. 
Chir conſiderably encreaſed its inquietude. 
* abſorbed by 9 ſhe tra- 


| verſed 


== 4 
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verſed her chamber till -paſt midnight. 
As the weather was temporate, the then 
opened her window which bad a ſmall 
balcony overlooking a narrow walk on the 
banks of the Arno, The moon ſhone 
clear; the flow winding river was ſcarcely 
ſeen to move ; the city was diſtinctly vi- 
fible on the oppoſite ſhore, and the dap- 
pled ſæy ſned an undulating light on every 
ſurrounding * | ; 


8 the 5 -— waa of —. 


ſcene Mademoiſelle de Sevrac as the clock 


ſtruck one, advanced into the balcony, and 
leaning her folded arms on the railing, with 


her eyes full of tears watched the flow and 


filent current as it paſt beneath. It was 


then that the ſimple grave recurted to her 
memory: the ſolemn cypreſs walk, the 
little eanopy of fragrant branches, and 
the benign attentions of the pious Fran- 


0 . 
* 74 * 
ciſco. * * : 
» 


* 
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The ideas that ſucceeded were of a more 
dreadful nature, the murdered Arnaud 
the Marquis flying from his mountain ſoli- 
tude the deſerted Chateau- neuf and the 
bleeding form of the "ill-fated St. Clair. 
She wept a torrent of tears, ſhe' gazed 
with penſive ſadneſs by turns on the pale 
and filent moon, and the flow-winding 
waters of Fiorenza. She fighed forth the 
name of St. Clair, and wiſhed that his 
form could at that moment appear before 
her: | 


His form did appear! She ſhrieked; 
the Marquis and Madame de Sevrac 
ruſhed into her chamber; in a ſhort time 
the recovered from her alarm, and, with - 
out heſitation told them what ſhe had ſeen. 
Fhey believed her terrors to be imaginary, 
and tried every perſuaſion to render her 
tranquil, But ſne perſiſted in the tale, and 
could hy no means be induced to remain 
alone in her chamber. Her agitation was 

2 ſo 
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ſo great that Madame de Sevrac agreed 
to ſleep with. her; and a great part of che 
night paſſed in endeavouring to convince 
Sabina, that the phantom which ſhe had 


ſeen, was the een Karten 
ee 67:93, 21 orga? 


Day at length s ** de 
Sevrac retired to her chamber, and Sabina 
to her bed, where ſhort and broken ſlum- 
bers in ſome degree revived her: but the im- 
preſſion of the object which ſhe had beheld, 
was not to be effaced. A thouſand times 
ſhe repaired to the balcony, during the 
day; but the little path beneath her win- 
dow was ſeldom frequented, being e 
and retired. eee 


Monfteur oh Sevrac, paſſed a morn- 
ing in writing letters. His forlorn and 
meagre looks, combined with the ſhabby- 
neſs of his wardrobe, to prevent his ap- 
pearing in the ſtreets of Florence during 
the 
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the day- time. The inquifitive hoſteſs ſte. 
quently troubled the Marquis with her 
company, and his cautious referve did not 
tend either to encreafe her good humour, 
or to gratify her curioſity : ſullen, and fuf. 
picious, ſhe watched every tranſaction with 
the moſt ſcowling diſcontent ; and though 
the demeanour of her gueſts was filent and 
unoffendipg, ſne found occaſions to utter 
her complaints, and to embitter every hour 
9 vane mortifying ſecluſion. 

- Madenivifette de Sevrac was more than 
ufvally agitated during the whole day; ſhe 
dreadedrheapproach of midnight, at the ſame 
time that ſhe determined to watch, in her 
balcony, for the ſpectre which had fo dif- 
tinctly appeared to her. Time paſſed tat- 
dily, and her mind almoſt fickened under 
the fatigue of fear and impatience. Every 
hour which brought the awful moment 
nearer, ſeemed to bring alſo an accumu- 

lation eee "Buy fo bent was ever) 
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faculty of her ſoul on the determina- 
tion it had formed, that had the danger 
of death threatened the event, ſhe would 
not have en her e 


purpoſe. 


| The ſhanty repaſt which the contracted 
finances of Monſieur de Sevrac obliged 
him to order rendered the avaricious hoſteſs. 
more diſſatisfied than ever. The growling 
inuendoes of peevith  inquierade, at laſt 
burſt forth in unconſtrained infolence; and 
her heart-broken- gueſts were taunted with 
all the ſneers and epithets, of the moſt 1g. 
nominious contempt. Monſieur de Sevrac 
. endeavoured to pacity the Fury, by aſſur- 
ing her that on the following day they 
would ſeek another lodging; and by or- 
dering a ſupper, far beyond their means, 
but ſtill unequal to * wiſhes of that 
whe: | 


Thoawdel — | pid he the party 
ſpared, and Mademoiſelle de Sevrac 
retired 


* 
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returned to her chamber. The weather 
was leſs ſerene than on the preceding night, 
and Sabina's ſpirits were in no degree in- 
. Vigorated by the humiliations of the day, 
She endeayoured to perſuade herſelf that 
ſhe had been deceived, and that the per- 
ſon which ſo diſtinctly appeared to her, 
was that of ſome ſtranger ; the ſtriking 
ſimilitude originating in her own brain, 
where the form of St. Clair was perpetu- 
ally imprinted. Her reſolution to watch, 
was prompted more by the wiſh to find 
herſelf deceived, than by a deſire to be 
convinced of a truth, fo, terrible and ex- 
traordinary. 


The auberge was perfectly quiet. Ma- 

demoiſelle de Sevrac opened the window 
and took her place in the balcony, exactly 
as ſhe had done on the preceding night. 
The Arno was ſomewhat ruffled by the 
ſharp breezes which came from the hills in 
the environs of the city, and the ſky was 
ſeattered over with dark clouds which at 
| ſhort 
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ſhort intervals obſcured the moon and ren- 
dered the ſcene particularly ſolemn. Sa- 
bina's reſolution began to ſtagger, She | 
trembled in every joint, her eyes were 
fixed on the narrow path —her heart pal- 
pitated— the blood ſeemed to freeze in 
her boſom ; the clock ſtruck one, —and 
again the form of St. Clair appeared before 
her. | | = 


It was paſſing ſlowly by, when a dark 
cloud enveloped the moon; actuated by 
a ſudden impulſe of horror, Mademoiſelle / 
de Sevrac ruſhed into her chamber and 
haſtily cloſed the balcony. She threw her- 
ſelf on her bed, and all the powers of action 
were ſubdued by terror. The moon beams 
which entered through. her window, fell 
upon her pillow ; ſhe beheld the heavy 
clouds borne along by the rifing wind, 
but ſhe had not reſolution to move, or to 
utter a ſyllable. * 2:46: 
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In a ſhort time the ſky was wholly dark, 
the atmoſphere was 'thickened by hazy 
ſhowers, and the wind moaned with a me. 
lancholy ſound along the curling waves of 
the Arno. 


Mademoiſelle de Sevrac, wearied by 
affliction and terror, fell into a pro- 
found fleep, from which ſhe did not 
awake till dawnlight : when ſhe found her 
courage ſufficiently renovated, to quit 
her bed and once more to approach her 
window. 


The ſcene was very different from that 
which ſhe had beheld at midnight. The 
* lofty ſpires'of the city were gilded with the 
. firſt glances of the ſun; the body of miſt, 
which had collected during the abſence of 
day, was ſcattered by its return, and now 
floated in blue fragments over the adja- 
cent hills ; while the Arno again reſumed 


its filent ſerenity. | 
1 i The 
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The Marquis and Madame de Sevrac 
roſe early, and by the time that Sabina 
had arranged her dreſs the was ſummoned: 
to breakfaſt. | | 


= CHAP, 
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4 One who has well digeſted his knowledge both of 
« books and men, has little Fajoyment but in the 
an W of a few ſelect companions,” 


Huuz's Eſſays. 


\ 


As ſoon as the whole family aſſembled, 
_ a conſultation took place, the reſult of 
which was, that they ſhould in the evening 
remove to a more tranquil retirement in 
the environs of the city. The Marquis 
now found the neceſſity of turning his 
thoughts to ſome plan of honourable induſ- 
try; for he preferred the moſt inceffant 
toil, which might procure the neceflaries 
of life, to its proudeſt luxuries, ſhared 


amidſt the humiliations of dependence. 


Ho to commence his occupation, or in 
what claſs of labour, was the only point on 
4% 1 whack 
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which they were at a loſs to decide. Every 
individual of the forlorn aſſociation, had 

been educated ſplendidly, but not uſefully. 
The fine accompliſhments, the paths of 
elegant literature, and the faſcinations of 
muſic, were familiar to them: but it was 
difficult to put in practice either of theſe 
advantages, without expoſing their po- 
verty, and exciting that pity, which gives 
an additional ſting to the perſecutions of 
nee 1 


a Cheriſhed in the luxurious lap of plea- 
fure, and accuſtomed to the indolence of 
courts, laborious occupations were beyond 
their ſtrength, at leaſt that of Madame de 
Sevrac and Sabina. To commence a ſyſtem 
of traffic, was not practicable, without ei- 
ther eredit or property: to remain inactive, 
was to meet annihilation, or, what was 
worſe, to rely on the charity of oftentatious 
munificence. 


vor. II. | M A FILTH) As 
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A sͤs ſoon as the duſk of evening came on, 
for day- light was now only productive of 
mortifications, by expofing the forlorn ap- 
pearance of the ill-fated family, Monſieur 
de Sevrac and the Abbe Le Blanc quitted 
the auberge, to ſeek for a more comfort - 
able habitation; eaeh agreeing to return at 
a limited period, to n the cel of 
their reſearches. 


| Monſieur PR Sevrac found that he had 
new ſpecies of difficulty to ſurmount. Every 
eye viewed. him with implied ſoſpicion; 
every tongue queſtioned him with the ſe- 
verity of an inquiſitor. Some abruptly re- 
fuſed to take a ſtranger of his appearance 
under their roof. Others demanded a re- 
ference for character, or a depoſit, in ad- 
vance ſor the hire of their lodgings. While 
no ſmall portion of thoſe whom he ad- 
drefled, with barbarous contempt reflected 
on his countrymen ; ſpoke of crimes and 
maſſacres, plunder and oppreſſion, either 


by the court or the emancipated people. 
| On 
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On every fide the voice of reproof met his 
ear, either with the inſolence of malice, or 
the ſenſeleſs Jargon of ignorance and preju- 
dice. "Thoſe who were zealous in the eauſe 
of freedom, taunted him with the long ea - 
talogue of paſt events; the ſufferings of a 
groaning multitude, and the tyranny of 
their rulers. Others, who preferred the- 
chain of a deſpot to the expanding wings 
of liberty, mocked his tame fubmiſſion; 
and counſelled him to unite with that pha- 
lanx, whoſe efforts were combined to ma- 
nacle the human race, and to ſteep the 
chain of power in the blood of the en, 
gling million. 


Monſieur de Se vrac's attention, as heſtroll- 
ed homeward along the banks of the Arno, 
was faſeinated by a neatand ſimple fabric; on 
the entrance of which a board fpecified that 
apartments were to be let. Almoſt diſtou- 
raged by his ill fucceſs, he heſitated a few. 
moments, aſcended a ſmall flight of ſteps 
into the garden, and with a trembling hand 

M 2 knocked 
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knocked at the door, which was inſtantly 
. opened by the owner of the dwelling. 


There was a ſmile of complacency on 
the cheek of the avvocato* Lupo, that re- 
vived the ſinking heart of Monſieur de 
Sevrac. The purpoſe of his enquiries was 
inſtantly unfolded, and the ſimpering Signor 
Lupo chearfully led the * through 
every apartment. 


& I fear,” ſaid Monſieur de Sevrac, 
* that your lodgings will be too expenſive, 
1 am ſorry that I have troubled you to ſhew 
them, for they are above the preſent ſtate 
of my finances.” 

6 Name your price, and they are your's,” 
re plied Signor Lupo, bowing with the moſt 
obſequious reſpect. | 


The Marguis had been ſo harſhly re- 
pulſed during his evening walk, that the 


I A lawyer. : 
conci - 
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conciliating tone and manner of the polite 
avvocato put him entirely off his guard, 
and he requeſted that, without heſitation, 
he would fix his own terms, 


« I care but little for profit,” ſaid Signor 
Lupo, © where I ſee the chance of enligbt· 
ened ſociety; and with your family, I ſhall 
be a gore; even without a pecuniary re- 
compence.“ 


Monſieur de Sevrac felt a glow of con- 
fuſion, ruſhing over his cheek, as the av- 
vocato pronounced theſe words. You 
cannot be a judge of thoſe to whom you 
are a ſtranger,” replied he, with ſome em- 
barraſſment. We have not been many 
days in Florence, and are - entirely un- 
known.” 


Pardon me!“ replied Signar Lupo: 


*] am perfectly acquainted with your 
whole family,” 


M 3 « Indeed,” 
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Indeed “ eried Monſieur de Sevrac 


with encreaſed amazemant : where have 
we had the honour to meet?“ 


e At the entrance of the city, on the 
day of your arrival, anſwered Lupo. 


The Marquis, though conſiderably diſ- 
conceited, ſmiled at the reply. You have 
a large circle of acquaintance, indeed, if 
you acknowledge every perſon you meet, 
as one of the number,” faid he. 


Signor Lupo, afſuming an air of ſags- 
city, anſwered gravely, © I read mankind 
at a ſingle glance: I am a profeſſed phyſi- 
agnomiſt. The point of a noſe, the curve 
of a lip, and the prominence of a chin, are 
to me the index of the mind; and I pro- 


3, 


miſe myſelf infinite felicity in —— 


„ Spare your compliment,” interrupted 
the Marquis, and let us conclude our 
buſineſs! My family will be uneaſy at 
| | bs 28 my 
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my abſence; for I 1 promiſed co return be- 
fore _ time.” rt 


cc Beg amy exclaimed Sig- 
nor Lupo. I was loſt in admiration, 
when I had the honour to meet them.“ 


As far as admiration implies aſtonidh- 
ment, no doubt you were, anſwered Mon- 
fieur de Sevrac; * far, to confeſs the truth, 
oy made but a ry ex hibition.“ 


The Marguis preſſed pr ie ſabje of bis 
enquiries; when, the obliging Signor Lupo 
making a very triffing demand for the hire 
of his apartments, the bufineſs was con- 
cluded, and every thing for their reception 
was to be in readineſs by midnight. | 


The Abbe Le Blanc, on his returrf, con- 
gratulated Monſieur de Sevrac-on his ſuc- 
ceſs, and the ferocious hoſteſs was deſired 
to produce her demand, in order that it 
might be diſcharged. 


M4 
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- It was preſented with a glance of con- 

- tempt, which ſtruck deep into the heart 
of de Sevrac, when he diſcovered that the 
amount far exceeded the ſpecie in their 
poſſe ſſion. The diſtreſs which was evident 
in his countenance, as inflantaneouſly 
- communicated to the whole family, except 
the Abbé Le Blanc, who vainly endea- 
voured to repel a ſmile of joy, which had 
long been a ſtranger to his features. | 


The boſteſs retired, muttering inſults, 
and commending her own prudence in 
ridding her houſe of ſuch unprofitable 
gueſts. She had ſcarcely quirted the room, 
when the Abbe emptied a purſe of gold on 
the table, and, throwing his arms round 
the Marquis's neck, concealed the tear, 
ck he could anten, a longer. 


& Are we diſcovered po cried the Mar- 
quis earneſtly,” . alt 


* 
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1  TATHUU 
ce Oh! no :? ' replied the Abbe, The: 
ſpirit of * Clair will forgive un R 


The means by which the Eind and faithful 
friend had ob ained ſuch unexpected relief, 
was no longer a ſecret. Yet the Marquis: 
was apprehenſive, that the excuſe was cal- 
culated: to reconcile his mind to the ac- 
ceptance of the ſum, and that the Abbe 
had begged or borrowed it for the relief 
of his neceſſities. © My generous bene- 
factor!“ ſaid he, I truſt and hope that 
my diſtreſſes have not been the ſource of 
mortification to you. If you have condeſ- 


cended to aſk a favour, let him who de- ES: 


rives benefit from it, bear alſo the humilia- 
tion. Let me know to whom I am * 
debted, and will fly to thank hi.” 1 


7 
* * 
- — * 


The Abbe 10 Blane ſmiled, and caking | 
a papier machee ſnuff-box from his pocket, 
replied, © Let us think of it no more! 
710 e inſolent hoſteſs was immediately ſatiſ⸗ 
"x" wo 
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| fied, and'the whole en th ſet wut Foe dei 


new lodging * 


| Signor Wee dene them with that 


coveracted aſſiduity, which is too often the 
maſk that hides. the moſt profound hypo- 


criſy. He was all ſmiles, courteſy, and 
alaerity. The Marquis was fickened with 


fulſome adulation; Madame de Sevrac 
_ complimented, with extravagant praiſe; and 


Sabina extolled with rapturous enthuſiaſm. 


It was the opinion of the faſhionable 
Mentor, Lord Cheſterfield, that there is 


_ certain dignity of manners abſolutely ne- 
coſſary, to make even the moſt valuable 


character either reſpected, or reſpect- 
able.“ That dignity was by nature be- 
ſtowed on Monſieur de Sevrac. Even in 
the midſt of poverty, and clothed almoſt 
in the mean habiliments of a mendicant, 
he ſtill. diſplayed, thofe graces, which are 
N by ne and an intercourſe 


with 
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with pobthed: fociety. His countenance, 

though dark and meagre, was manly and 
prepoſſeſſing: his voice delivered, with 

harmony, the eloquent language of the 
ſcholar; and the ſolidity of his judgment 
gave a peculiar energy to the pregepts. he 
inculcated. So eminently gifted with vir- 
tues, ſo marked as the favourite of nature, 
bad Montieur de Sevrac never baſked in 
the ſun ſhine of a court, he had been the 


pride of his cotemporaries, en 
for ee L | 


The — ne Seeds attentions of 
Signor Lupo, were received by the Mar- 
quis with a degree of coldneſs almoſt 
amounting to diſguſt; The trivial fliph. 
pancy: of à coxcomb, ſuited not the ſober 
Riline(s of a reſtecting mind, perplexed w ith 
forrows, and learning the taſk of philoſo- 
phical ſabmiffion. Signor Lupo could ſing, 
ſpeak many languages, play on various in- 
ſtruments, and talk on every ſubject: he 

was a virtuoſo, an admirer of the belles 
M6 lettres, 
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lettres, a writer of canzonettas, and a pro- 
found diſciple in the myſteries of gallantry : 
he knew the anecdotes of every family; 
had equal acceſs to the toilette of the prude 
and che coquet; for he arranged the ſecret 
amours of the one, and defended the unpar- 
donable deceptions of the other. 


Signor Lupo's houſe was neat and con- 
venient: it anſwered many purpoſes ; for, 
though it diſplayed no ſaint, it had as many 
idolaters as the ſhrine of Loretto. Its fi- 
tuation was retired and pleaſant : enbo- 
ſomed in a thick grove, which, through 
verdant openings preſented various views 
of the Arno and its adjacent mountains, 
ſcattered over with the villas of Tuſcan no- 
bility, ſucceſſively rifing amidſt groves of 
variegated foliage. The front commanded 
an open proſpect of the city, the cathedral 
of Santa Maria del Fiore, the Baptiſtry, 
the cupola of Santa Maria Novella, and 
ſeveral other admired and ſuperb edifices : 
but Signor Lupo paſſed ſo much of his 

W 9 time 
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time in the gay ſocieties of Florence, that 
he was ſeldom at home after mid-day,-a 
circumſtance of infinite joy to Monſieur 
de ne ou his + | 


The Abbe Le Blanc. had 1 bor 
bis gold ſuuff. box the ſum of twenty-five. 
zechins: adverſity had taught them the leſ- 
ſon of economy; and the ſpirit of indepen- 
dence enjoined them to adopt ſome plan of 
encreaſing their little ſtore.» Signor Lupo 
poſſeſſed a tolerable library, to which Mon- 
fieur de Sevrac and his family had free ac- 
cefs, Private tuition was fixed on as the 
moſt eligible purſuit, and Signor Lupo 
promiſed to recommend Madame deSevrac 
a number of faſhionable daily pupils. 


The houſe of Signor Lupo was not far 
diſtant from the auberge of the ungentle . 
hoſteſs. - The window of. Mademoiſelle de 
Sevrac's chamber again commanded a view: 
of the banks of the Arno; though adorned | 
with more luxuriant vegetation. A ſmall 

and 
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and ſecret bower, of interwoven lauruſtinus 
and myrtle, was formed at the extremity of 
the garden, which was ſheltered: from the 
north wind by an acchivity; planted with 
ſweet-briar, ilex, and accacia , the path 
bordered with the earlieſt flowers of ſpring, 
while the whole of the romantic retirement 
tended to feed the ſource of rer ru- 


een 


Madame de Sevrac and lber daughter en- 
deavoured to find repoſe i in this calm and 
beautiful ſolitude: they confeſſed the 
maxim of Rochefoucault, that On n'eſt 
jamais fi malhevreux qu'on ſe Pimagine.” 
Bur the Marquis ' could not diveſt himſelf 
of that ſort of pride which is the baleful 
weed, ſpringing from, what is called, il- 
luſtrious lineage, which twines about the 
trunk even when the full-blown honours 
are blaſted, ſhedding its baneful poiſon 
round it, and frequently ee the 
faireſt progeny of nature, 
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Monſieur de Sevrac was willing: to com- 
mence a life of induſtry, but he ſtill wiſhed 
to preſerve his name and rank from the 
impertinence of idle animadverfion. They 
were both unknown to Signor Lupo; for 
the Marquis, fince his arrival at Florence, 
had affumed the name of D Angerville, 
whoſe country was Flandres, and whoſe 
occupation was that of a negociant - 


Signor Lupo had ſufficient employment, 
during the firſt three days after the arrival 
of his new inmates, in flying from. houſe 
to houſe, to report the extraordinary beauty 
of the accompliſhed. Mademoiſelle D'An- 
gerville, who, in conſequence of his eulo- 
giums, became an object of univerſal cu- 
rioſity: but the retirement in which ſhe 
lived, and the reſerve of the whole family, 
defeated every hope founded on the ſitua- 
tion of the father, and cheriſhed. by the 
unparalicYed graces of the, mathe emi · 
gree, CIT | 


2 A eons | 
3 Sabina, 
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tentions were fo artfully - contrived, that 
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Sabina, ſince the night that the form of 
St. Clair appeared to her, had gradually 
declined in health, and her ſituation was 
the occafion of agonizing alarm to the Mar- 


quis and Madame de Sevrac. They had 


marked the ravages of forrow encreaſing 
from the time that ſhe diicovered the grave 
near Caffagiolo ; and the ſolemn proteſta- 
tions which ſhe made, reſpecting the viſit 
of St. Clair, they conſidered merely as the 
wanderings of a diſordered imagination. 


The aſſiduous Eupo employed every 
faculty of his prolific mind, to captivate 
and charm the faſcinating D'Angerville; 
for ſuch was the name by which Sabina was 


reported to all the brilliant circles of Flo- 


rence. In the morning, bouquets of rare 
and beautiful flowers were ſcattered: at the 
door of her chamber: at noon the richeſt 
fruits were preſented for her deſſert; and the 
midnight hour was uſhered in by a ſerenade 
beneath her window.—Theſe obtruſive at- 


they 
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they paſſed for mere trifles, without any 
meaning of gallantry or accumulation of 
expence. The flowers and fruits, he aſ- 
ſured the Marquis, coſt him nothing: «] 
have,” ſaid he, © the unlimited command 
of the grounds of the Palazzo Pitti, and 
the Boboli gardens : the midnight ſcrenade 
is my conſtant practice; and my mando- 
lin, on the banks of the Arno, is, during 
the ſummer months, the object of univer- 
ſal attraction.” —Theſe aſſertions ſatisfied 
Sabina's mind, and releaſed it from the 
idea of an obligation to Bigger Lupo. 


The faſcinating purſuits of literature 
hourly twined about the heart of Monſieur 
de Sevrac. He found that conſolation in 
books which the world could not beſtow ; 
that ſoothing ſolace from the productions 
of the dead, which he had long ceaſed to 
experience from the humanity of the living. 
The glowing compoſitions of Dante, and 


the harmonious effuſions of  Meraſtaſio, 
beguiled 
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beguiled the tedious progrefs of melan- 
choly hours, and weaned his mind every 
day, more and more, from the Ane of 
Weiety e 


CHAP. 


« 
Rogen Sa 4 


Cha. xt. 


Sweet recreation barr d, what doth enſue, 
« But moody and dull melancholy, -- _ 
i« Kinſman to grim and comfortleſs deſpair; _ , . 
% And, at her heels a huge infectious imogy "$26 
Of pale diſtemperatures, and foes to life? _ 


nA KES PEARE,. 


Tat veauics of ſpring began to un · 
fold themſelves; the mountains reſumed 
their verdure; the ſky its temperate 
breezes; and the banks of the Arno were 
covered with the earlieſt flowers of the ad- 
vancing year; while the animated ſoul 
ſeemed to partake of the renovating in- 
fluence which warmed and expanded the 
boſom of nature. Mademoiſelle de Se- 
vrac's feeble frame alone reſiſted the tem- 
perate ſeaſon; days, paſſed in gloomy re- 
flections, and nights, waſted in trembling 
agitation, 
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agitation, awakened apprehenſions that 
nearly baffled the Marquis's philoſophy. 


Sabina“ s melancholy did . not proceed 
from her change of ſituation ; to that, her 
meek and unrepining ſpirit bowed ſubmiſ- 
fively : but the image of St. Clair was 
ever preſent to her imagination, fince the 
dreadful night on which he appeared be- 
neath ber window. That ſhe had ſeen 
| him, was certain ; ſhe was awake, with all 
her ſenſes clear, at the moment when, 
leaſt expected, his form moved ſlowly 
along the bank of the river. A ſecond 
night ſhe had watched, and, a ſecond 
time, her eyes convinced her, that fancy 
had not deceived her. Though Made- 
moiſelle de Sevrac had been fuperſtitiouſiy 
credulous in points of religion; ſhe ſhrunk 
from that weakneſs of mind, which, in 
other inſtances childhood would bluſh to 
be the dupe of. The figure which ſhe had 
ſeen, was perfectly that of St. Clair. She 
was convinced of the dreadful circum- 

2 ſtance, 
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ſtance, and ſhe remembered it with 
hoes”. 0 aug 


- -* Sabina's gloomy ſorrows were confider- 
ably encreaſed by the diſguſting forward- 
neſs of Signor Lupo: who every day be- 
came additionally troubleſome. There is 
nothing ſo gratifying to the heart, as the 
moſt trifling attentions from a beloved ob- 
ject; or ſo diſguſting, as the zeal and aſſi- 
duity of thoſe. whom we hold in abhor- 
rence. The obligations, which ſweeten 


the ſorrows of liſe, when they proceed from 


the generous” impulſe of affection and eſ- 
teem, become inſupportably weighty, where 
they fall. from the hand of the unworthy 
and deſpiſed. Signor Lupo was not, how- 


ever, diſcouraged by the indifference of 


Mademoiſelle de Sevrac, for beſide the | 
profeſſion of an avvocato he was an adept 
in another ſpecies of pleading not quite 
ſo honorable. He undertook - cauſes of 
every Jenominations and bad, by many 

ſucceſsful 
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ſucceſsful ſuits, obtained the moſt diftin- 
guiſhed * 508 


It was Mademoiſelle de Sevrac's cuſtom 
to riſe, at day-break, and to refreſh her 
weary frame with the temperate breezes of 
the morning. Near the houſe of Signor 
Lupo a plantation led to an eminence 
which commanded an extenſive proſpect on 
che road towards Piſa. The path wound 
in a gentle flope, bordered by ſycamore 
and laburnum, with here and there a 
clump of ilex or firs; while the wander- 
er's feet perpetually preſſed a thouſand 
fragtant bloſſoms of ivy, violets, wild 
chervill, and briony, which formed a rich 
and i inderwoven _ 


In one of theſe einn rantbles/ir was 
ber ill-fortune to be followed by the avvo- 
cato Lupo: he was at all times an object 
of diſguſt, but in ſuch a ſolitude be be- 
came one of terror alſo. Mademoiſelle de 

| Sevrac 


HUBERT os Un 267 


Sevrac was haſtening towards home, when 
he ſuddenly darted on her path, and 
ſnatching her hand, entreated ber to hear 
_ S NN h N 4 2 * 4. 
ond 42487 

She 0 für. 3 — 
ſions, as to conceal, them; and wich a calm 
and _— countenance — . 
buſineſs. | 1040 F10313 ie $:45in; 


16 1 much te ſay, el Signor 
Lupo, „and the ſubject of my commu- 
nication intereſts. you nearly “?ꝰ/˖˖˖ 


«ce Proceed, cried Sabina graycly- _ 


Tour beauty, Mademoiſelle D'An- 
gerville,” ſaid Signor Lupo, is the ſub- 
ject of every converſation: your Misfor : 
tunes the theme of univerſal pity. It is 
lamented that your ſituation does not en- 
title you to that rank in ſociety, which 
your merit n is not ſuthciept to com- 
mand,“ EN 
RR:  Mademoiſeite 
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Mademoiſelle de Sevrac — 
ann and * 1 


1 


* Yet, to believe that ar a n 
ſhould bloom and fade in obſcurity, would 
be to tax nature with injuſtice; Vou were 
born to conquer and to command. Aſſert 
your power, and let me be the happy in- 
ſtrument of your future proſperity. - 


Are you authorized to make this 
honorable” * * ſaid — con- 


"7 


temptuouſly. i YO! 21421 


c To deal eutididlyz I ** replied 
Signor * 


4. By whom 5 cohtivaedSabind «excl 
able: to ine her: era 1 


WL « by one, "who knows' 2 well 
1 (12-40) 29007 
E Who knows me! and yet Aber offer 


me this inſult !” Impoſſible!” cried Ma- 
. demoiſelle 


bfu DE” senke. * 


| demoiſelle de Sevrac, endeavputing to 
break from him. | 4 


4 This maſk vill not ſerve to conceal 

you any longer, ſaid Signor Lupo. This 
is no time for the daughter of the exiled 
de Sevrac to play the hypocrite. 


Sabina ſtarted.— +- 


Jour father's ſafety may be purchaſed 
by your ſmiles; think of it, and if you 
hold him dear, do not hefitate to ſnatch 
him from deſtruction.“ 

] cannot comprehend your menace,” 
replied Mademoiſelle de Sevrac. ©* My 
father's ſecurity is not to be purchaſed by, 
the ſacrifice of his child.” 


Then prepare to ſee him expoſed and 
puniſhed according to his offence,” ſaid | 
e Lupo. 
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fis oſſence! Oh] Heavens!“ ex- 

claimed Sabina. eee 

7% en ö 

. ce Yes; - his 5 1 of all the moral 

ties that bind, ſociety,” STIR 

AS inn 

e What has he 3 to provoke ſuch 

an accuſation?“ enquired Mademoiſelle 
de Sevrac earneſlly, b l 


5 ? 7 5 * #F > 
1 1 . 


— 


C Robbed a n parent of his age's 

comfort bis only child.“ i 

* Merciful powers! e uttered. Sabina, 

« By whom is my father ſtigmatized with 
ſuch & baſe and infamous calumny ?” 


4. &« His guilt | is unqueſtionable,” replied 
Signor Lupo. He was ſeen carrying 
her away forcibly near Fontebuona : and 
* has not ſince been heard of,” 


"Mademoiſelle de Sree 3 
to convince Signor Lupo, that the Mar- 


* 1 77 f | * f quis 
11 | * * 
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quis was _ accuſed. She told the 
ſtory of their adventure in the foreſt, and 
expreſſed her earneſt wiſhes for the lady's | 
' ſafety ; but the ſubtle avvocato pretended N 
to diſcredit her aſſertions, and again re-. 
newed the ſubject of his embaſſ. 


« This affected ignorance,” ſaid he, 
only adds to che enormity of your other 
impoſitions.” . 


« My father's honour will not tamely bear 
your ſlander,” cried Mademoiſelle de Sevrac. 
The world will 7 credit to the aſſer⸗- 
tions of an 1 aſſaſſin,” i re plied 2 21 Lu 12 


An affaſfin ! ! Oh! all ye power of ſa- | 
_ cred Juſtice ! '” exclaimed Sabina, *'where 
will your rigours end?” 


« Yes, unfeding girl,” ſaid Signor 
Lupo. © The horrid deed is no longer 
a ſecret; the blood which he ſhed in the 
wood near Monte Carelli now calls for ex- 
emplary puniſhment.” | 
N 2 Mademoiſelle 


* 
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Mademoiſelle de Sevrac cquld, ſcarcely 
ſupport. herſelf, Signor Lupo bad ſo far 
gained his point as to awaken her fears for the 
ſafety of the Marquis; and he was tc artful 
then to relinquiſh his advantage. There 


lives a perſon,” {aid he, © who,is inpoſſeſ- 


fion of this horrid ſecret ; he revealed it 
in confidence, to me; to all others, it is 
yet unknown ;.and it will depend on you 
to make it public, or to bury it for ever 
in en 


13 was ey ande. Signar, 
Lupo. contnyed. 


© © 4 


4 1 am not authorized to name the 
terms of ſecrecy. But if you have a wiſh 
to ſaye your facher x. inn 


6“ Be brief,” interrupted Mademoiſelle 
bs Seyrac— | 


« n eee me + ab night. 
to emen; there you will find ane hoi 
17. 1 
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reddy to obey you.“ At this moment the 
Mirquis and Madame de Sevrac advanced 
tp "the plantation. Signor Lupo greeted 
a with vr ts; coal, ah they 


18 


. rettirned' tögether to breakfaſt. - 


"a | 


Mademoiſelle de Sevrac Wanted 4 gal 
tlently for the departure of Signor Lupo. 
After wüſtihg a conſiderable time in frivo- 
lous difceurſe, he took his leave; and 
Sabina, Mehbür hefitation, comtnunicated 
All that had Paſſed, to the Mardi and 
her other. OR | 


Their confternation was unutterable ! 
they were not ſenfible that the menace 
was perfectly harmleſs ; or, that the per- 
fon who poſſeſſed the fatal ſecret, could 


not acciife the Marquis, without criminat- 
r xj 


% The Monk, Franciſco, has + Baill 
me!” ſaid Monſieur de Sevrac. Vet, | 
inks no ptoofs of the unfortunate tran- 
en N mY: ſaction, 
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ſaction, I ſhall not plead. guilty untill. I 
am accuſed publicly, This monſter, Lupo, 
: ſhall be chaſtiſed for the inſult which he 

bas offered to Sabina; and the myſtery of 

the unfortunate captive ſhall be . 

before! ſleep .. 


The irs: waited the whole day for 
the return of Signor Lupo, who was too 


- cunning to hazard ſuch, a rencontre. At 


the approach of evening a letter arrived in- 
forming Monſieur de Sevrac, that, if he 
wiſhed to reſcue his honour from an im- 
- plied ſtigma, he would inſtantly repair to 
the ponte vecchio, where a friend was then 


waiting to receive him. 


The Marquis, without alarming Madame 


de Sevrac or his daughter, charged his 
piſtols, and haſtened to the place of ap- 
pointment. Twilight came on, and no in- 


cee arrived from de Sevrac: his 
wife, and Sabina, were overwhelmed with 
Ace, often did e trayerſe, the little 

garden 
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garden to watch the paſſing boats; and to 

liſten, with beating hearts, to the melan- 
eboly ſound of diſtant oars advancing along 
the Arno. It was the Marquis's general 
cuſtom to viſit Florence in the duſk of 
evening; and he always choſe to go by 
water, becauſe he thought he was lefs 
liable to be ſeen, or to excite curioſity. 


For ſuch 1s-the vanity of human nature, 


"that, every individual ſuppoſes” his o. =. 
concerns, to be the ſubjects of i ob- 
hve maps SIT | Nase 

? Night cloſed ;——no news arrived from 
the Marquis. Madame de Sevrac was 
almoſt frantic; Sabina, in no degree leſs 
afflicted; and, after much conſultation the 
Abbe Le Blanc was diſpatched, to make 
. enquiries after the object of their painful 
lolicitwde. 


"The Abbe haſtened wildly. alone the 
* ow of Florence, demanding of every 
ehe met, whether a perſon of Mon- 

© a. ſieur 


* 
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 fiepr, de. Seyrac's-deſcription had. been ſeen 
ſince ſun · ſet. After-wandering till mid- 
night, as he croſſed the pante vecchio, he 
was accoſted by a ſtern looking ſtranger, 
who enquired whether he was not a friend 
of Monſieur D' Angerville. <, I was going 
in ſearch of you, aid Bey * and I will 
Kalt you. ta Jie, Nacken 1G 


Es be Abbe turned back and e 
the meſſenger. They traverſed ſeveral 
ſtreets, and haſtened along many dark 
paſſ ges, till they came to an old and low | 
gate way. They entered. Here you 
will find your friend ſafe enough, cried 
the ſtranger. The Abbé's blood was 
.chilled in his veins, when he found chat 
he was within the walls of a e 
loathſome priſon. 


6 1s. my friend a priſoner ?” cried the 


T . * P * 
7 "> 1} kf 14 FY SIS 7 g V | 
E 3 4 44106 1 . . TL SE PLS * 
” ” Ld 8 
RIEL ; f 
12 . 8 a a | , a 
te os tht , * va ' 
* 


TT pr see 4% 
What do you thilk he does Here de. | 
this is no place of entertainment, add replied 
the Male Giacomo. | 
Of what is he Kecſed,” fa 15 
Blaue e eagerly; e de 
6c ot , e The effects were duk 
upon him; he reſiſted; and attempted to 
{Hoot the petſön who apprehended bin,“ "1 
replied the n b 
Conduct me to his cell,“ 4 the 
Abbe, © he is innocent.“ 2 


Innocent or guilty, you cannot ſee him 
till noon,” anſwered Giacomo There- 
fore make your mind eaſy, and cndeavour”! » 
to amuſe-yourſelf.” 2 8 


The Abbe Le Blanc then — per 
mitfion to return home, in order that he 
might acquaint Madame de Sevrac and 
| | N 5 Sabina 
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Sabina of the event; but Giacomo in 


100 


1 formed him that the Paeg door would * 


be open till day- light: and, again counſelled 1 
him to compoſe bis mind. There was no 


remedy; and therefore the Abbe -threw 
himſelf on a bench in a miſerable apart- 
ment, reſolving to wait patiently for the 
hour of emancipation. | 


"How long this night will appear ! * aid 


the Abbé Le Blanc, Ky how ſadly will the 
morning. dawn on the wife and child of 
my ill-fated friend! Heaven ee, * 
* 8 


0 Heaven, has little to do with him, 


8 Giacomo. He might have eſ- 
caped i if he had known how to go about it. 


But he is top ont, to pay his way Fargogh 
purgatory.” 


4. His OY is not criminal, * faid the 
Abbe Le Blanc. | . 
6 Faith 


0 961.4 * 


2442 1G. TAIGVH - 63.8: 
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1 Fülth it will make but a poor r fort of a a 72 
ſcramble with us,“ anſwered Giacomo. 
“For gras, nothing can be done wichdut 
money.“ 


34tri 


% Will honeſty” do nothing: dr *faid te 
Blanc. * 


31 
* 
314 


Not in the preſent caſe,” replied the 


jailor; „ fer the poor devil = none to 
make the trial.” : 


e You wrong him grievouſly;” cried 
the Abbe. mt! 


That, time will diſcover,” ered 
Giacomo. He will have a rich and power- 
ful accuſer to encounter, and tis a chance 
that he cloſes his career with a chain about 
his leg. Many a man as innocent as my- 
ſelf, has been condemned to work in the 


t, ; 
3 LL ta 646315 * TEES 
gallies. . P 114 


44 £2 Aer 
” 
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Ido not doubt it, replied the Abbe. N 
ines But who is y friend to meet as his ace 
| cuſer” 


« Aſk no queſtions,” anſwered Giacomo. 
& T have not been bred to my trade to di- 
vulge its ſecrets for nothing.” The Abbe 
underſtood the jailor's meaning ; but he 
was not poſſeſſed of the means to bribe 
him ſufficiently, and therefore made no 
comment. 


«© Come, come; continued Giacomo. 
ec Let us ſettle this matter before. day- 
light: fifty zechins will do the buſi- 


" Ig Marc. | 


& No! why then you, know but little 
of life,” replied the jailor, with a ghaſtly 
inule. © A key wh gold will open the 
„ 9. 25 ſtrongeſt 
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_ locks. No ow do you ovinprehend_ 


« If he is innocent he wil 1 courſe be 
acquitted,” ſaid _ Abbe. 


cc Why ſhould he take the dnl | 
when he may have the certainty?” ans 
ſwered Giacomo. Tis ten to one, but 
he will little thank you for your avarice. 


His chance is but a ſlender one I promiſe 


&« Is his fault ſo unpardonable * 


That's not the point altogether * 
cried Giacomo. * His accuſer. is pow- 


“ Will power over-rule the decree of =_ 
Juſtice * | | 


r San Pietro! will 15 replied the 
Jailor. 


| 


ſeems to come under that deſcription, 
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jallor. The ſcale | is oftener turned by 
gold, than by the unprofitable droſs call 
ed | honeſty. - Beſides, we are not over 
| fond of Bens who come to live by us, 


and not or us.” 


* What! is to be done * Fo... og the Abbe 


Ee Blanc. 


Fifty zechins. That's my price,” 
anſwered Giacomo, with a ſhrug of indif- 
ference. ** Had he been noble, I would 
not have taken leſs than 2 an hundred. 1 


(13S Why ſhould a ble pay more for 
, than a r Fr laid Le Blanc. 


4 Becauſe they raiſe its value by their 
monopoly,“ anſwered Giacomo. The 
poor have but a ſmall ſhare ; and it would. 
be hard indeed to ſet a large price on it, 
where they are the purchaſers. Your friend 


and 
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and therefore he ſhall, have his, liberty 


for fifty. Had it been yourſelf, I 


would have taken as low as five and - 
twenty.“ 


„ Why is my freedom valued at half 


the price of his?” ſaid Le Blanc. 


c Becauſe I reſpe& religion; anſwer- 
ed Giacomo. And, as I am about to- 
quit my occupation, I ſhould like to con- 
fer my laſt favor on a prieſt.? 


« What can be your motive for ſuch a 


wiſh?” enquired Le Blanc. . Falſe. is 
that philanthropy which makes ſuch vile 
diſtinctions between the ranks and reli- 


gions of men. All are right, who act 
morally well: for the ſource of true pre · 


eminence is in the ſoul, and not in the ex- 
terior. Why then does the eccleſiaſtic 8 


— n 1 


11 73 * 


claim your laſt good © 22 of 


, : * " 
b * U WS | 
- . - 4 : I - H * : 2 


. 
2 


1 5 1 
ww # ” +» S£ Y © 4 
«& Why 


| 
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* Why after committing the worft 
crimes,” we generally fly to the church as 


ou ere „ replied Giacomo. 


** Fly to your Creator!” ſaid the Abbe 
Le Blanc. He is the true ſanctuary.“ 


« I am glad to hear it!” cried Gia 
como joyfully ;- ** for I meant to have left 
Half what I poffeſs, to pay for Ry; for 


the lafety of my foul.” 


The dawn at length appeared, and the 
Abbé, with Giacomo, ſet out for the houſe 


of Signor Lupo; for the jailor would not 


Permit him to go alone, being a principal 

witneſs againſt the priſoner. They haſten- 
ed along, as faſt as the ſiren gth of Le Blanc 
would permit, and his bien throbbed 


With contending agonſes when he approach- 


ed their little habitation ; p for he knew not 
how to unfold the dreadful intelligence to 


bean Bina! Sevrac, and he dared no 


| longer 
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longer keep her. in ignorance. of. her huſ- 
band's ſituation. The ſun. juſt began to 
peep above the horizon, when they enter - 
ed the garden; the door which opened 
facing the Arno, was unbarred; and the 
Abbé, with a pal pitating heart, entered 
the lower apartment. 


The lights were ſtill burning in their 
ſockets; the curtains of the windows were 
cloſed, and every thing appeared awfully 
quiet. He called on Madame de Sevrac 
and Sabina; but no one anſwered—he 
ſearched every apartment in the houſe, 
but they were not to be found. He 
again flew to the ſaloon and on opening 
the windows, by the clear morning light, 
to his infinite conſternation beheld: bran 22 
floor, ſprinkled with blood! 


Horror ſeized on every faculty. He 
had not power to ſpeak, or to ſtir from 
the ſcene of dreadful evidence; till Gia»/ 

ra « : como, 


— 


— 
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como, informed him that he muſt return 
to the priſon. After a few minutes, 
which the Abbe requeſted permiſſion to 
employ in collecting his fortitude, they 
left the melancholy apartment, and haf- 
tened to communicate the dreadful myf- 
tery to the MAP de Sevrac. 


CHAP. 


2 1 
* 
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CHAP. XII; 


: . : : P \ 9 8 
T7 : GL Th , : 3 : * . 9685 97 2 — =p 


T 3 with alli its train of evils is lo far * 
being the eauſe of contempt, that he who bears up 


with undaunted ſpirit againſt them, while ſo many _ © 


are dejected by them, eres on his very misfortune 
a trophy to his honour,” BULINGBROKE, 


Tux Abbe Le Blanc and the jailor 
haſtened along the ſtreets towards the pri- 
ſon. The populace gazed, with pity and 
with eager curioficy ; the former excited 
by the venerable appearance of the Abbe, 
and the latter, by their knowledge of 
Giacomo's occupation, It was in vain that 
every effort was made to diſcover the parti- 
culars of the Marquis's unfortunate dilem- 
ma: the jailor was obſtinately ſilent and 
ſullen till they reached the priſon. 


The 
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The examination of rhe ill-fated de Se- 
vrac did not take place, till noon; the 
evidence required to prove his crime, had 
not yet appeared, though, without in- 
forming him on what account, a meſſage 
had been ſent to 8 720 his curly at. 
"Tndance 


The Abbé had, therefore, waited in 2 
Nate of the moſt painful ſuſpence, till his 
arrival. He had entreated permiſſion to 
"wee the Marquis, if 6nly fora few mo- 
ments, and in the preſence of a third per- 
ſon; but all intercourſe had been prohi- 
ited, and no remedy remained but paſ- 
five and patient ſubmiſſion. 


Tbe hour at laſt came; and the Abbe 
was conducted, to meet bis friend in the 
hall of public examination. The aſpect 
of conſcious innocence, which de Sevrac 
exhibited; inſtantly impreſſed the tri- 
bunal with the 11 ener en 
Sad ine an 211 and 
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and he was treated with . AN of. 
perfect reſpect. A JOG ee 


Fe. The only, evidence. that can, conyidt,: 
you,” ſaid the giudice di pace, * is not yet 
arrived. But the forms of the court may 
proceed without him, as far as they tend 
to your apprehenſion, Your crime, ſcarce- 
ly, needs pt = 116A the Wee W 
found u __ you.” - 


The Ah nen but made no an- 
ſwer. | * 


cc Did he reſiſt n taken . 


«© He. did, replied the 12 of oa 
tice, | He; was, armed, We; ſearched. his 


perſon, and the property was found pan 
him.“ 


1. 4 


« It Is to be Jamenngdy?, ſaid the, inter- 
roggtor, that a man, whoſe, rank; in ſo- 
Cety e his name, with integtity; chat! 


one, 
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one, Whoſe honour ſhould be his paſſport 
to unlimited confidence, ſhould diſgrace 
himſelf by ſo flagrant a violation of ho- 


neſty. What plea can you urge in extenu. 
ation of your guilt?” 


4 1 ſhall reſerve "ey defence, till I ſee 
my accuſer,” replied the Marquis calmly. 
As he pronounced theſe words, the Count 
Monteleoni entered the Court. 


„ The Marquis ya Sevrac ! Gracious 
God!“ exclaimed he. Can I believe 
my ſenſes ?” - | 


The conſternation became univerſal : 
eager ſolicitude appeared in every face, 
except that of the Marquis, whoſe ſvr- 
prize was tempered by the ATi room of 
INNOCENCE. 


The _" which had been att by 
the unknown lady, was now produced. | 
De Sevrac ſeemed on a ſudden rapt in 

| 3 wonder; 


HUBERT, DE SEVRAC».. 290 - 


wonder; all the myſtery which had ſo 
ſtrongly, intereſted his feelings, was on the 
point of elucidation; and every faculty 
of his ſoul kad greed, with n 
tience. | > wid 


The Count , Monteleoni, during many 
minutes was unable to addreſs the Mar- 
quis. Sorrow was ſo: blended with indig- 
nation, and reſentment ſo blunted by pity, 
that the conflict was agonizing. All that 

had paſſed at Milan now recurred to his 
memory, all the ſufferings of the beautiful 
Paulina wrung his heart to its innermoſt 
receſſes; while the placid countenance of 
Monſieur de Sevrac involved his mind in 
a thouſand conjectures, every one of which 
tended to perplex his 1 mc [3-4 


The principal rides was now 1 
into Court, —and to the infinite aſtoniſh- 
ment of the Marquis, FORAY Lupo made 
his a e 1. 


NI * ES ” 5 


The 


__ © vThe-effrontery of practiſed guilt, was 
Sevrae. The inſtant he beheld Signor 
Lupo as his accuſer, he felt the anticipa- 
tion of his certain acquittal. The exami- 
nation was re- commenced, and the mid- 
night adventure in the foreſt near Fonte- 
buona, related by the Marquis, with a 

calm and unembarraſſed voice and manne, 
which ſtruck conviction of his fincerity 
into ae n * 


Signor Lope We to be heard, as 
ſoon as Monſieur de Sevrac concluded bis 
narrative. It moves my indignation, 
and excites my wonder, ſaid he, that 
the human mind can be capable of ſuch 
duplicity; or the underſtanding of the 
Court impoſed on by ſuch a peurile fa- 
brication. Iaccuſe the Marquis de Sevrac; 
and Iwill maintain tlie charge againſt him, 
by proofs inconteſtible. The ring which 
are often ſeen on the have of La Signora 

Paulina, 


as ſoon as i ſaw it in the pofſeſhon of Mon 
fieur de Sevrae, I reſolved to inveſtigate 


his right 1016 gem of ſuch known vnlun 


and celebrity. I perſevered in my reſolu- 
tion; and, by a cautious mode of pro- 
ceeding; diſcovered that he was the man 
who had forced 11 7 from r 
. luis aft 


6 Who dases aſſert lo infamous alle 
hood?” cried the. W . | 


4 Bor E Mademoiſelle. 
de r nnn ee of 


«] Sata ho my daughter. may * 
ſent for, cried the Marquis. The Abbe 
Le Blanc's heart ached to the centre; he 
knew - that Mademoiſelle de Sevrac was 
not to be found, and his fears, leſt her 
abſence ſuould confirm Signor Lupo's aſ- 
ſertionypre rented his diſoovering the dread - 


vol. 11. 0 ful 
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ful event. A meſſenger was diſpatched to 
fetch Sabina. But in a ſhort time he re- 
returned with intelligence that, during the 
preceding night, ſhe, mah Magee de 
Sevrac, had aas W p June 


x The: 3 which thrilled PHASE he : 
baſom of the Marquis, was contraſted by 
dhe inſulting ſmile of Signor Lupo. 


© Yes,” cried he, with malicious triumph, 
«© Mademoiſelle de Sevrac is by this time 
many poſts from Florence. She departed 
laſt night; ſhe had not courage to enter a 
Court where her evidence would certainly 
convict a n and guilty father.“ 


The Count Monteleoni f though he had 
twice met the Marquis at Monſieur Ra- 
villon's, had never ſeen Madame de Se- 
vrac or Sabina. He did not entertain the 
ſlighteſt idea that the beautiful D'Anger- 
Wes was che daughter of the R 


Or 


% 
95 ; 


or he could have developed the tale which 
Signor Lupo repeated. The perverſe for- 
une which had followed Monſieur de Se- 
vrac ſince the hour that he eſcaped from 
Paris, was never more triumphant than in 
the preſent moment of embarraſſment. 
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The Count Monteleoni, whoſe rank and 
popularity rendered him all- powerful, re- 
queſted that he might be allowed to cloſe 
the evidence. Of the ſuppoſed rob- 
bery, ſaid he, I believe the Marquis 
de Sevrac to be innocent. The ring, 
might have been the gift of my unfortu- 
nate child; but the outrage committed 
againſt my domeſtic peace, ſtill remains a 
matter of profound myſtery. However, 
that part of Signor Lupo's ee 
terminate upon a more minute inveſtiga- 
tion, I ſhall not appeal to a tribunal of 
| juſtice, for that, which the laws of ho- 
nour will afford me. You may releaſe the 
priſoner, and we will arrange this buſineſs 

O 2 privately. 
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privately. The Court broke up, and'the 
avvocato Lupo retired overwhelmed with 


cChagtin and diſappointment, 


 Monteleoni and de Sevrac adjourned to 
a neighbouring tavern, where they were 
-uſhered into a private apartment, and the 
Count, with evident perturbation, ad- 
dreſſed his companion. 


c Monfieur de Sevrac,” ſaid he,“ After 
what paſſed at Milan, of all men living, you 
are the laſt whoſe honour I ſhould have ſuſ- 
peed. You, who know the tender bonds 
of parental affection, ſhould have been the 
moſt reluctant, where a violation of faith 
was rendered doubly flagitious, by the ſe- 
duction of unguarded innocence. The 
merchedoels to which you had reduced 


my child — 
The Marquis ſtarted ; his ſudden emo- 


tion 


% 2 
Ele . 
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tion for a minute interrupted the Count 
Monteleoni, and again he proceeded. * 


* 


ec The ſubject wrings my heart !” faid 
the afflicted father. Yet as the time 
is come when we muſt ſettle our account 
of ſorrow, I will not ſhrink from my. 
purpoſe, but bring it to a ſpeedy con- 
eluſion. 


The Marquis bowed, and waited with 
impatience for an explanation. 


Signora Paulina's fatal paſſion for 
you 1 oe 


« For me!” cried de Sevrac, with 
N I : 1er IN 
amazement. 


* 
F ? 
»# #-{ 


« Hear me; and then make your de- 
fence,” ſaid Monteleoni; endeavouring at 
the ſame time to ſuppreſs his agitation, 


0 3 « Alas!” 


| 
| 
1 
ö 
8 
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; 66 Alas! the recollection of paſt events, 
almoſt unmans me, continued the Count. 
© Yet let the pangs of a parent's heart, 
almoſt broken by affliction; plead an ex- 
caſe for theſe intertuptions, and induce 
you to reſtore the a of which you 
have pro me.” 


Mookeur FA Sevrac attempted-to ſpeak, 
but Monteleoni checked him, 


% The anguith of Paulina's ſufferings, 
would, had you been generous or noble, 
have ſhielded ber from infult : the weak- 
neſs of a woman's heart, ſhould claim the 
protection of an honourable mind. I had 
no idea that a parent's - boſom could be 
wounded, by the ay of one, who 
bore that Ice tile.” 


. Be brief Or I ſhall: grow «Fra, 
N ede * n Oye | 


c The 
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„ The wretched ſtate, to which Sig- 
nora Paulina has been 1 E Rae 
"_ account m— T 

| 18 3 3 ACTS ic iis 


nate Ig mx axial WM repeated the Mar: | 
quis n him. FE: 


1 If Rs may be termed wretched- 
neſs, continued Monteleoni. 

« Heavenly powers!” exclaimed de Se- 
vrac, almoſt petrified with horror. 


 & Well may you ſhrink!” cried the 
Count. Well may the blood forſake 
that cheek, and that heart ſhudder with 
conſcious pangs, which could add to the 
privation of reaſon, the infamy of diſho- 
nour. But, mark me, de Sevrac: con- 
tinued Monteleoni “ though the firſt ca- 
lamity is beyond the reach of mortal 
aid; the laſt ſhall find juſt vengeance in 
my {word.” —He could not proceed. 


O 4 by The 


* 
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; T he Marquis was r 
ſations little leſs acute than thoſe of the 
Count Monteleoni. A thouſand tortures 
wound about his heart: pity, regret, aſ- 
tonichment and horror, at once aſſailed 
it. The memory of Paulina's gentleneſs 
and beauty; the idea that ſhe had been 
expoſed to the brutal violence of ruffians; 
and the pangs which -evidently tore the 
heart of her afflicted father, conſpired to 
awaken a new ſource of unutterable an- 
| guiſh. - | | 


KS never ptofeſſed to love the' unfor- 
trinate Paulina, ſaid he. © Her loſs of 
aon cannot be artribured to me. _ Why 


- 


200 to my forties; vito diminiſh- 
1 err A a ie 


„ When you were condemned to die,” 
| anſwered the Count Monteleoni, © the 
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heard of the event; and fret“ kürt mo- 
ment refigned herſelf to deſpair. She 
never could be taught to think that you 
were till living ; the firſt impreſſion Was 
indelibte ;” and all the perſtiafion of elo- 
quence had not power to remove it. Day 
after day ſhe pined in deſpondency ; while 
the fickly hue that overſpread her beauty, 
meniced a ſpeedy relief from the agony ſhe 
ſuffeted. Her declining health amended, as 
her mental faculties decayed: at times ſhe 
would converſe reaſonably and with a degree 
of placidity which afforded a faint ray of 
hope: but the recollection of your peril, 
never failed to counteract the intellectual 
ſtruggle, and the articulation of your 
name, was the Ggnal of her returning in- 
ſanity.“ 


% Who told her of my danger?“ ſaid 
thy Marquis with an n agitated voice. 


C Monfieur 
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e Monſieur Ravillon,” en the Count 
; Monteleoni. Vii tgow 

734: Od t horrible l. innen - monſter!” 
exclaimed de Sevrac. © Did * know 
chat I was condemned to die . - 


=” He did.” 
5 6 Fiend; unpanellelled:! py ”. continued 
-the orgs. lid | 


| Montleoni proceeded | 


d He Shy correſponded with his 
” fon Arnaud; and every tranſaction which 
took place at Milan, was regularly com- 
municated. - 


- ©, Now,” ſaid | Monficur de Sevrac, 
«let me repeat the ſolemn oath. of a 
man, who, though perſecuted by fortune 
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is ſtill above diſhonour. And, believe 
me, while I ſwear by all the powers of 
facred truth; by that Being who knows 
the fecrets of all hearts! I never enter- 
tained a thought that could, in the ſmalleſt 
degree, contaminate the honour of your 
daughter. I am a father: the throbbings 
of a parent's breaſt, if you could behold 
them, would acquit me. Could I, Who 
have been the moſt perſecuted of misfor- 
tune's children, forget the anguiſh of a 
breaking heart, and plant a poniard in 
the boſom of another? You little know, 
that all my future days are- devoted to 
miſery ; to pangs, forever kept alive by 
the recollection of one raſh minute —? 
He pauſed, for a few moments, and then 
continued _ DOR AUT 


c Tf you can believe, that I, a huſ- 
band, a father, an alien, and a bankrupt 
of every. hope, of every conſolation, am 
| . the ſeducer of your child; do not helitate 

| te 
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to take that life, which is only to be valued 
while it is e on «ppg . 55 


* 


The majeſty of rock arts; in de Se. 
vrac's eyes! his countenance was the in- 
dex of a ſoul, brave and exalted ! Monte- 
leoni fell on his neck, and demanded his 
forgiveneſs. N | 


Take thy ring, injured de Sevrac,” 
ſaid he, © and keep it as a pledge of my 
unbounded. confidence. In your friend- 
ſhip let me find conſolation ; and in your 
generous boſom that ſympathy, which 
will unite with. mine in mourning. for my 
| alk 12 125 


ce Sbe is not loſt! She ſhall not be 
loſt!” exclaimed the Marquis. We 
will find ber, or we wilt periſh !” 


1 he Tory Monteleoni i de Woe 
now {ſip arated, | The former pleaded: buſi- 


neſs 
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nels of importance; and the latter antici- 
pated the new ſcene of anguiſh which he 
was deſtined to encounter. The Marquis 
had carefully avoided mentioning his ſi- 
tuation in Florence, and particularly the cir- 
cumſtance of his having aſſumed the name 
of D'Angerville: his ſhabby appearance, 
prevented Monteleoni's making any en- 
quiry, till an opportunity ſhould preſent 
itſelf when he might with .delicacy offer 
his ſervices, and they parted with the 
Marquis's promiſe to viſit Monteleoni on 
the 1 morning. | 


The Abbe Le Blanc waited in the 
ſtreet, till the momentous interview was 
concluded; and, at the door, with a beat- 
ing heart, preſented himſelf before his 
perſecuted friend. They haſtened to the 
houſe of Signor Lupo, which they found 
ſtill empty, and the blood, which ſtained the 
floor of the apartment, where the Abbe 
had left Madame de Sevrac and Sabina, 


evĩ- 
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evidently declared, that ſome deed of hor- 
cor * had been 3 e 


"; 


"They, were epd and diftractea 
With a variety of conjectures, when one, 
as terrible as it was probable darted acroſs 

| the ama s mind. 


: 
7 is l 1 


e Blanc, ſaid "0 * you ive 
that at the death of the villain Ravillon, 
my father's fortune devolves on Made- 
moiſelle de Sevrac. But that, in caſe ſhe 

dies before him, it will again revert to him 

; or to his heirs. Is it not poſſible that the 

 - | ſpirit of a fiend may inſtigate Ravillon to 
* an act at which nature ſhudders ?” 


Ho dare not comprehend you,” ſaid the 
Abbe, turning pale at the idea that ruſhed 
into his mind.“ | 


The afaſſination n my child !” cried 


the Leg, with convulſive horror. 
The 
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The Abbe was ſilent, and de Sevrac's 
grief over-leaped all. the bounds. of reaſon. 
and philoſophy. Again they ſet out, each 
taking a different route; and a great part 
of the evening was waſted in fruitleſs re- 
ſearches; before ſun ſet, they haſtened 
once more to Signor Lupo's, in order to 
wait for his return home, and not without 
hopes, that they ſhould compel him, to 
own himſelf an nee in the ee J 
en, 


END OF VOL, I, 
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for pourtrayed, wad prog. 


— znrder, read aumer. 
. nal, read ff. 


— penetreted, read e N 
— Mademoiſelle, read Madame, 
— e, read en. 

— ſleep, read fit up. 

read, a Monſieur D' Angervilles 


for manne, read manner. 
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